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| LETTERS 


8 ee loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack), your fantasies, as well 
as your experiences with other 
readers through the Letters section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we’ll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a typewriter. 


LOOKS HEALTHY 

Another compliment on your con- 
sistent excellence and quality, as is 
evident in each issue of Uncut. 
Since the competing publication on 
the same topic has ceased publica- 
tion, yours has become the sole 
voice on uncut cocks and foreskins. 
Fortunately, Uncut appears to be 
healthy and in demand, and | trust it 
shall have a productive future. 

May | suggest two enhance- 
ments: a personal classified section, 
and a series on foreskin stretching 
techniques. 

If it appears that | show a some- 
what extreme interest in the subject 
matter of foreskin, it’s true—| can’t 
get enough. I’m truly devoted to this 
particular subject. 

The November 1990 issue of 
Uncut really got me hot. Especially 
Greg Lenzmen’s photos of Ricardo. 
Hot damn! | can’t tell: you how many 
times I’ve been through that photo 
layout but | can tell you that from the 
very first photo in the series, and in 
every photo, Ricardo showed me 
the uncut dick of my dreams! 

| could almost taste his cock and 
feel the hot smooth skin on his meat 
sliding over my lips and tongue. | 
would love to have the chance, just 
once, for Ricardo to feed that dream 
4 dick to my hungry, talented mouth 

and get my tongue under his thick 
foreskin. | know | could give that 
beauty of his a regular mouth 
marathon and still want more! 


Above and following page: Max, photos by Jim Moss 


Extend my compliments to Greg 
and Ricardo and, please, consider 
having Ricardo back for another 
look in the future. 

In closing, gentlemen, | can only 
compliment you again and ask for 
more, more, more! 

Tim James 

San Francisco, CA 
(Editor’s note: Thanks for the good 
words. As to the fine suggestions, 
we suggest you try SKINS for un- 
bridled personal classified ads; 
you'll see an advertisement for 
SKINS elsewhere in this issue. We 
try not to repeat ourselves too 
much, but we're always printing ad- 
vice from readers on skin stretching 
techniques —which is where we 
think the best suggestions come 
from—in “Letters” and “Show Us 


Your Skin” and wherever else we 
can put ‘em. Read all the back is- 
sues! And check out the BUFF or- 
ganization (see “Organs”), they 
publish a nifty guide to restoration 
techniques you might find right up 
your alley.) 

STRETCHED, THANKS 

Thank you for the article, “Circum- 
cision and the Heterosexual Dilem- 
ma,” in the November 1990 issue of 
Uncut. The article was sensitive and 
told the awful truth about circum- 
cision. 

It was in Uncut that | first heard 
about foreskin stretching and now | 
have a useful foreskin after 38 years 
of being denied my full sexuality. 

A medical license is not a blank 
check to brutalize human beings for 
profit or lie to the public. A foreskin 


UNCUT 5 


is a normal body part no different 
than an ear, nose, finger or toe. 
Anyone who removes or alters any 
healthy part of a child’s body should 
be prosecuted for child abuse no 
matter who they are, doctor or 
parent. 

| have tried to form an anti-circum- 
cision group in my area, but | have, 
so far, not been successful. Most 
American men still think that circum- 
cision is “good for you,” that a cut 
cock is the same as a natural one, 
and that “dear old doc” would never 
do anything to harm a little boy. 

My personal experience has 
shown me that nothing can replace 
an all-natural cock and that having 
sex with a cut cock is like getting it 
on with a dry thumb. The sad fact 
remains that almost all circum- 
cisions are unnecessary, if parents 
refused to pay for them doctors 
would stop performing them. And 
that sounds like a deliberate fraud 
on the part of people who call them- 
selves “healers.” 

Lyle 


Ohio 
(Editor's note: Those sound like 
fightin’ words, Lyle, and we're glad 
you're on our side of the fight! We're 
willing to bet that the men who told 
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you circumcision was “good for 
you” were themselves clipped. And 
you're right about the medical 
profession, take away the profit mo- 
tive and you'll find circumcision 
reduced to the status of an archaic 
religious practice. But don’t give up 
on forming an anti-circ group in the 
Midwest-—the real hunks all come 
from the heartland and we’d like to 
see more of them grown up intact. 
Check out the “Organs” section in 
this issue and contact the national 
organization for advice. Or think 
about starting with a social group 
and introduce some non-taxing ac- 
tivism, like a letter-writing cam- 
paign, as a regular part of your 
meetings. There have to be a num- 
ber of unclipped men in your size- 
able town; advertising in a regional 
gay newspaper might help to bring 
them out of the bushes.) 


LUIS: GOLD 

| was sorry you did not devote 
more space to Luis (September 
1989), he is my ideal Latino type; 
but he looks more like Filipino Gold 
to me. He is the kind that turn me on 
totally — or totally turns me on— 
show us more of his skin in future is- 
sues. 

I'd like to give him some lip ser- 


vice —what a totally perfect cock. 
I’m not usually Greek passive, but | 
have to admit, he could take me 
easily. 

Also, I'd like to see Armando 
(same issue) up. I'll bet it grows a lot 
when it’s up. How about it? 

Bud 
Texas 


IDO, | DO! 
| am a subscriber to Uncut and | 
do like reading it. The men in the 
magazine are good looking and all 
have nice looking cocks. Every man 
in the magazine gives me a hard-on 
when | look at them. | wish that | 
could give each one a blowjob. 
Thomas 
Alaska 


NEW BRIT SKIN 

| recently received my first sub- 
scription copy of Uncut, about the 
same time | managed to get Kristen 
Bjorn’s videos: Manhattan Latin and 
Island Fever. What a combined jerk- 
off! As you might guess, I’m ob- 
sessed with foreskins, although I’m 
circumcised myself. 

It might be of interest to you that 
I’m shortly to undergo a surgical 
reconstruction, possibly the first in 
England, and somewhat thanks to 


you. I'll try to be brief. 

| bought a copy of Uncut in the 
U.S. last year and read an article 
about NOCIRC. | got in touch with 
Marilyn Milos, who put me in touch 
with all sorts of people. To cut a 
long story short (a year of cor- 
respondence and consultations), a 
leading surgeon in England in penile 
reconstruction has, after talking to 
Dr. Greer in Wyoming, agreed to un- 
dertake the operation. I’m just wait- 
ing for the date to be fixed. 
Obviously | don’t know how it’s 
going to turn out, but | have my 
fingers crossed! 

But back to Uncut and Kristen 
Bjorn. I've never seen videos as 
horny as the two | mentioned. Every 
scene is fantastic, no matter which 
way you turn. 

Right now I’m in love with Javier 
Rivera from Manhattan Latin— you 
showed a photo of him in your video 
review on page 79 of the November 
1990 issue. 

| could write a book in homage to 
his sexuality. Javier has the most 
perfect penis ever given to a man, 
and uses his delicious foreskin the 
way it should be used. His body is 
beautiful; there is a special quality 
about the way he makes love to 


another man. And when he shoots — 
it’s out of this world! Every time | see 
him, | have to hold back from com- 
ing all over the screen. Seeing him 
fuck another guy—while wearing a 
condom, | might add —is mind blow- 
ing. Although he doesn’t get fucked 
himself in this video, | can’t help but 
wonder if he takes it up the arse with 
just as much passion as he gives it. 

My idea of heaven would be to 
crawi on his back and enter him, 
stroking my prick in and out of his 
warm tunnel, pressing against those 
wonderful arse-cheeks, and gripping 
his thighs, until | unloaded — hot and 
creamy — inside him. It wouldn't be 
just a fuck for me, it would be love- 
making. 

In praise of Uncut: It was a revela- 
tion for me to find a magazine 
centered on foreskin and for fores- 
kin lovers, whether they have them 
and love them, or haven’t and love 
them. It made me realize | was not 
the only one in the world who felt 
passionately about it. 

As for the contents: great stuff! In 
the November 1990 issue, “Dhow 
Men” made me soil my duvet. As for 
the models: Chris Stone can take 
the blame for the cum stains on my 
sofa. | love reading the letters, ar- 


HOT GAY 
ACTION 


ONE-ON-ONE CONNECTIONS 
1-900 


226-2727 
24 HOURS 


$1 a min., $2 the first 


ticles, stories, and video reviews. 
Even the advertising gives me a 
hard-on. The drawings are superb 
and the photos can only be 
described as spunky. And I’m ex- 
hausted. 
Ken 

London 
(Editor's note: Thanks for the great 
letter, Ken, and we hope you'll keep 
us posted on your restoration opera- 
tion and the results.) 


LAZY DAYS 

A comment on Max, who appears 
in the November 1990 issue of 
Uncut: No wonder he has such a 
long and pliable foreskin, if he fl 
spends his days laying around on 
the beach, pulling on his skin. 

Harold 
Vermont 
SHAVED HUNKS : 

Nothing turns me on more than : 
getting my favorite magazine every 
two months, which is Uncut, of 
course — unless it’s opening the 
magazine and seeing a hot, uncut 
stud who shaves! 

So | was dripping at the dickhead 
all of the November 1990 issue, 
where two guys caught my eye: 

Ricardo, who shaves his bull balls 
and trims his pubic patch down to 
bare stubs; and the superhunk on 
page 77 in the “Uncut Video” sec- 
tion, who shaves down to the zip! 

I’m coming as | write this— what 
hot fuckers those two are! More of 
Ricardo (show us his butt hole, is 
that shaved too?); more of the 
muscle god from the Kristen Bjorn 
video. 

I'd settle for more of anything but 
I’d especially like to see more uncut, 
shaved hunks like these two! 

Chris 


New York 


WELL, IS HE? 
| thought | had seen the perfect 
uncut man already (my ex-lover) 
until | saw Chris Stone in the Novem- 
ber 1990 issue. Tell me, is he mar- 
ried? 
Danny 
Los Angeles 


— 
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SKIN 


NEWS 
& VIEWS 


THE OFFICIAL 
SWIMWEAR OF 

THE UNCUT & 

THE WELL ENDOWED 


It had to happen, swimwear for 
men-with big uncut meat who want 
to make sure their foreskin shows! 
Thanks to Renard Industries of 
Oklahoma, as unlikely a place as we 
can imagine, you can show off your 
assets and be fashionable at the 
same time. Our favorite swim briefs 
are the Ultra Skins (Style #41, bot- 
tom left) which come in standard 
small, medium, and large as well as 
a “well endowed” cup (Style #41-X) 
for men with more than a handful of 
goodies to display. Our favorite 
briefs— much too sheer for wearing 
in public —are the Ultimate Briefs 
(Style #45), which come in standard 
small, medium, and large, but built 
for average endowment (or extra- 
hung guys who like to see their 
briefs being pulled off their hips by 
the weight of their genitals!) in basic 
white, cream, and royal; with match- 
ing tank top. If you must wear under- 
wear, they should be this sheer. 
Renard also has bike trunks and t- 
back swim trunks (banned from 
Florida beaches!), as well as a com- 
pliment of jock straps in near- 
transparent material; all perfect for 
guys who like to show a basket 
where you can see the banana is 
still unpeeled! Information is avail- 
able by writing: Renard Industries, 
Box 700206, Tulsa, OK 74170, or 
calling their toll-free number: 800- 
225-1670. Tell em Uncut sent you. 
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BUT ARE THEY FRESH? 
From a sign outside a Brisbane, Australia potato-to-go shop: 
“4 Skins - $2.50” 


HOT GAY 


ACTION 


ONE-ON-ONE CONNECTIONS 


1-900 


226-2727 


24 HOURS 


$1 amin., $2 the first 


KRISTEN BJORN VIDEOS 


SEND FOR OUR FREE 
COLOR BROCHURE 


1 
1 CO YES! Please send mea free, color ceaalceuwni nese 


| brochure on all of the KRISTEN 


1 BJORN videos. By my signature I Name. 


I certifylam an adult2] yearsofageor 14,466 


! olderand desire to receive sexually 


explicit material for my own use. City/State/Zip 


HOMBREPRODUCTIONS 


2215R Market Street #181-IN22, San Francisco, CA 94114-1699 
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MEN’S RIGHTS 

To quote them, “Men’s Rights In- 
ternational is an organization that is 
in the process of organizing men 
who believe their personal rights 
and freedoms were taken away from 
them at birth when their parents, in 
collusion with a doctor, had them cir- 
cumcised. We will be lobbying all 
levels of the Canadian government 
to have infant circumcision out- 
lawed. At the present time there is 
no legal precedent in place to have 
the choice removed from a parent at 
the time of birth; we intend to chal- 
lenge this practice in the Courts as 
unconstitutional. Our argument is 
that the practice denies a man 
freedom of choice, and violates his 
personal rights. Certain sections of 
our Charter of Rights and Freedoms, 
passed in 1981, under the Constitu- 
tion Act of Canada, guarantee the 
right to life, liberty, and the security 
of the person. Since the Supreme 
Court of Canada has already 
declared that a person is protected 
by his Charter from the time of birth, 
the ‘security of the person’ clause 
prohibits a parent from have un- 
necessary surgery done on an in- 
fant, without his permission. If any 
Canadian reader feels they have 
been deprived of their freedom of 
choice and would like to add their 
voice to our fight in this legal chal- 
lenge we would be happy to hear 
from them. Please write to us at: 
MRI, Box 2217, Station C., 
Downsview, Ontario, Canada M3N 
289.” 


SKINS 


Ever get the urge to chew on a nice, 
wet, loose foreskin, but just don’t know 
where to find one? Or maybe you'd like 
to find a skinlover to spend the evening 

worshipping your overhang. There’s 

only one place for skinlovers and skin 
to come together: in the pages of 

SKINS, the personal ad fanzine. Un- 

censored, uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded men 
from all over the world. A sample copy 
of the most recent issue is $4 and 
comes with a free ad coupon. A dis- 
creet remailing service is provided, or 
you can hear from uncut hunks direct. 

And each issue of this digest-sized 

correspondence journal has hot 

conversation and sleazy skin art. 
Crawl in. 
Include a signed statement of age. 


CB&V, Box 97694, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 
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CALL 1-900 


(THAT’S 1-900-535-2663) 


STRICTLY FOR ADULTS ONLY. $2 A MINUTE. 


HOT HUNKY MEN WANT YOU 
NOW FOR LIVE ACTION! 


1-900 


. SS 
ed wl , 1 . | { J p 
BES Ce a » ee 
/TLIAT’?C 1 ONN AL 9297) 
(1HAI S 1-FUU-400-2327/) 


Adults Only. $2 a minute. : MATI‘F TAT 


DANGEROUS 2 JIIITASI 
LIAISONS | i. "FASTACTION! - 
ARE YOU MAN ENOUGH? d 
4-900-468-TABU 
(THAT’S 1-900-468-8228) 


THE ULTIMATE 1 ON 4 
CONNECTION 


MEN OVER 48 ONLY PLEASE. $2 a minute. 


HOT TOWELS 


BY SKIP REYNOLDS 


‘Towss jockstraps, and dicks. I’ve 
been around them all my life. When | 
was little my old man got me a little 
job to earn my root beer money by 
handing out towels at the YMCA. 
I’ve been watching men in the 
showers ever since then. | bet I’ve 
seen 100,000 cocks in my life. 

Later when | was in high school, | 
worked in a fitness center. | was the 
maintenance boy —| fixed the swim- 
ming pool filter, | found new hex 
keys to secure the weights on the 
bars when the patrons lost them, | 
signed people in and out...and | 
passed out towels in the shower 
room. 

When | was just a little kid, | didn’t 
care. But about the time | graduated 
from high school, | began to ap- 
preciate the connoisseur | had be- 
come. Before, | had just been aware 
of the fact that Mr. Torrence, the big 
downtown attorney, was also very 
big in the groin area. | had noticed 
only with mild interest that Dick 
Fratelli, the construction-worker guy, 
had a circumcised prick with a cock- 
head shaped just like an arrowhead. 
It didn't make any difference to me 
that Mr. Palast, the policeman, put 


his hand on his dong, touching it 
much more than was necessary — if 
fact, as he stood waiting for me to 
toss the towel out at him, he mas- 
saged and squeezed it very secre- 
tively. He was very cock-minded, | 
heard the others say. 

The older | grew, the more | real- 


ERATE 
He lathered 
and stroked that big 
dick much more than 
was necessary... 
which made my cock 
stand on end, begging 
for some attention 


ized | had to settle on some career, 
but | didn’t really care. By then | paid 
more attention to the penises | had 
all around me. In fact, as time went 
by, seeing that cop fondling himself 
always gave me a hard-on. 

Jacking off in a fitness center is 
hard —where can you hide? As Of- 


es a ee 


ficer Palast walked into the showers, 
his muscular body rippling and his 
muscles rolling as he walked, my 
dong really started to ache. | wanted 
to beat off, and | wanted it now! Just 
like Palast did to himself always, | 
reached down and started a little 
minor massaging of my throbbing 
dong. | had a deluxe boner under 
my gym shorts, so | didn’t dare 
stand up for fear of giving myself 
away. 

By leaning back, though, | could 
get a better view of Officer Palast 
soaping himself down. He was alone 
in the shower room—by 9:30 PM 
even the die-hards had gone home. 
He lathered and stroked that big 
dick much more than was neces- 
sary, the bastard, which made my 
cock stand on end, begging for 
some attention. | wriggled on my 
chair, uncomfortable, itching, hot, 
dying to jack off. Palast was looking 
away. | reached down and started 
frigging. It was an additional thrill to 
think | was jacking off right in plain 
sight of a policeman. 

My grateful prick immediately 
swelled up to great proportions. This 
was a very horny experience, watch- 
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ing a very well-hung man in the 
showers fiddling and playing with 
himself. Watching him, | knew that 
out of public sight, he undoubtedly 
masturbated. He had all the right 
moves. 

So did I. | had reached down in- 
side my shorts and was jacking 
away for all | was worth. | froze 
whenever he turned his head my 
way. | didn’t think that from such a 
distance he could see clearly that 
my hand was inside my shorts and 
not outside, on my lap. 

| beat on, feeling my climax ap- 
proaching. He, too, appeared to 
play with himself more, touching his 
dong, pinching it, stroking it lightly. 
He got a hard-on. | saw his big, 
manly cock slide out of his groin, 
swooping down low as it stretched 
out to about eight inches. Then it 
began to fill with blood, hardening, 
rising, rising, straightening up and 
standing tall! 

Watching that, | was pumping 
away like a jackhammer, pounding 
my pud like it was my last climax. 

Then suddenly | noticed his 
glance. He was clearly looking 
straight at me. Right into my eyes. 
He could see, | knew, what | was 
doing with my hand. Oh, god, | was 
caught! 

Then he reached down with his 
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right hand and seized his mighty 
truncheon in a firm grip. His cop’s 
fist wrapped around that fine dong, 
and he started jacking off, too! Fur- 
thermore, he frigged himself with the 
same rhythm | was using. We 
watched each other masturbate for 
a few moments, then he walked out 
of the shower, dripping wet, and 
padded up to me. 

Still stroking his dong, he said ina 
husky voice, “I need another towel. 
Can you get me one?” 

When | spoke, | was surprised to 
hear my own voice croak with lust, 
“Yeah. I'll get you one.” With my left 
hand | reached for a towel on the 
shelf. My right hand was still active 
in my shorts. He couldn’t see my 
dick, but it was too clear what | was 
doing. | handed him the towel. 

| could see his dong, all right. 
Goddamn. His erect cock was the 
jewel in the crown of his hard 
policeman’s body. He lifted weights 
three times a week, and he had for 
years. He had massive muscles, big 
iron sinews like a Roman gladiator. 
His chest was a breathtaking ex- 
panse of muscle, two big pecs meet- 
ing like two mountains with a thin 
valley between. His nipples stood 
out like little brown bullets in the sil- 
ver dollars of his aureoles. His belly 
was a washboard, corrugated steel 
plate. Not one ounce of fat 
diminished the effect of this nude 
male animal’s body. Just that much 
was enough to give me a raging 
hard-on. 

The next level of excitement he 
stirred in me happened whenever ! 
saw him walking away — his 
legs were like sculptured iron tree 
trunks, and his buttocks were like 
carved marble footballs. They were 
tight and hard. Damn, he looked ap- 
petizing when he walked! 

The decisive moment came when 
he walked toward me with that tool 
chest. A mighty, coarse-cut man, he 
had dark brown hair over his chest, 
which continued in a line down to 
his groin. At his crotch was a match- 
ing thatch of kinky brown. Tendrils 
of that cock-hair stuck out at odd 


“angles, some of it hanging graceful- 


ly down around his balls. 

His testicles belonged on a pony. 
| had seen him put on a jock. His 
physique was Large, but he wore an 
X-Large jockstrap. The pouch of any- 
thing less was uncomfortable — not 
big enough. When he walked naked 
to the showers, his big bullocks bob- 
bled on his thighs, swinging back 


and forth in their hairy leather purse. 

His cock was beyond description. 
Even when soft it was an eight-inch 
piece of sirloin. It was two or three in- 
ches in diameter even flaccid, and | 
was looking at it in fighting trim! Of- 
ficer Palast was endowed with a 
genuine, 10-inch dick, and it was so 
big around | doubted | could close 
my fingers around it. Just like his 
body, it was completely lean, show- 
ing pulsing veins, and it throbbed 
red, hot, and ready. As he stroked at 
it, | saw a large drop of clear pre- 
cum drool out of the black, wriggling 
piss-hole. Even that looked like a pis- 
tol barrel. | bet he could slip a pencil 
down his piss-slit without discomfort. 

| was mesmerized. Suddenly | 
looked up. He had been watching 
me devouring him with my eyes. His 
eyes glittered. “What do you think?” 
he hissed. 

“N-n-nice,” | stuttered nervously. 

He paused. “‘Let’s see yours,” he 
said quietly. 

That was the point of no return. 
Up to that moment, everything that 
had gone on could have been 
passed off, forgotten, reinterpreted 
later. But | had just been invited to 
escalate the situation. 

| let myself go. | pulled my hand 
back out of my shorts. Looking into 
his eyes, | stood up, hooked my 
thumbs in the waistband of my 
shorts, and pulled them down. My 
cock throbbed angrily in the pouch 
of my jockstrap. The tip of my cock- 
head stuck out over the elastic 
waistband of the jock. | heard Palast 
catch his breath. 

“Oh, my god,” he whispered. 
“How old are you, boy?” 

“Eighteen,” | answered. 

He appeared to be struggling with 
some indecision. He stood looking 
at me for a long time. Then he said, 
“Let me feel that,” and he reached 
his hand out and caressed my dick 
through the pouch of my jockstrap. 
Suddenly | realized he was really 
horny, lusting after me! | thought | 
had been the one after his body, but 
suddenly, from the glazed look in his 
eyes, | realized he wanted me. He 
wanted my dick. 

And that made me bold. | stood 
back away from his groping hand, 
and slowly, tantalizingly, | hooked 
my thumbs in the waistband of my 
jockstrap and proceeded to pull it 
down. His eyes were riveted on my 
groin. With every inch of my hard 
cock that appeared, | heard his 
breathing become more and more 
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labored. When | had pulled it down 
completely, and my balls swung free 
in the hot, steamy air of the shower 
room, he licked his lips and swal- 
lowed hard. 

“Goddamn, boy, you got a cock 
on you,” he said hoarsely. Okay, 
mine’s not bad, a good, healthy six 
inches, but | think it’s only average. | 
didn’t have anything near as big as 
his. But he was more excited by 
mine, apparently. | guess whatever's 
attached to you doesn't have the 
same thrill as foreign meat. 

He reached out and hefted my 
balls, and by then | was hot enough 
that | wanted to do the same to 
him—which | did. He stood there 
caressing and groping each other 
for several seconds, and then | felt 
his fist on my cock. All right! A 
mutual masturbation session with an 
officer of the law! A very hung one, 
at that! 

Oh, it felt good! | felt my orgasm 
starting right away. | think he did, 
too, because he let out a long, low 
groan. He looked down, staring at 
my cock. Then, to my disbelief, he 
lowered his body down, bringing his 
face closer, closer, slowly closer to 
my cock. Slowly he sank to his 
knees until his face was level with 
my pounding, aching, flaming-red 
dong. He looked at it like he was in 
a trance. He raised his head up to 
look at me. 

“Go on, suck it,” | blurted. | was 
so turned on | had to have a release! 
Oh, god, he did! He opened his 

mouth, wet his lips with his tongue, 
and slurped my ramrod into his 
mouth, sucking me all in until his 
nose nuzzled at my crotch hairs. 
Motherfuck, | almost passed out 
from the sublime ecstasy of that feel- 
ing! Nothing can equal the feeling of 
a big, hard man, a sweating moun- 
tain of muscle sucking on your 
dick...and liking it! 

He made grunts and groans of 
pleasure as he brought me to an or- 
gasm at 100 miles an hour. | had ab- 
solutely no control of that situation. | 
felt the climax build in my groin, and 
like an express train the sensation 
built up, hotter and hotter, faster and 
faster, a frenzied feeling so intense it 
was almost pain. With a hoarse 
shout | didn’t even realize | made, 
the sensation hit the ceiling, and my 
cock surged out gob after gob of 
my hot, steaming borax. 

God, what a sexy experience! Of- 
ficer Palast drank it down! He suck- 
ed me so dry | thought he was going 
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to turn my scrotum inside out. When 
| finally came down from Valhalla, 
and my dick started to soften, he 
nuzzied it and licked it, picking up 
any semen he had missed. | looked 


down at him. 
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“Nice stuff, son,” he said ina 


SJ quiet voice. 


| knelt before him, and after a brief 
look into his eyes, | bent my head 
forward and kissed him on the 
mouth. | felt his arms go around me 


as | felt his tongue dart into my 


mouth. | tasted my own cum. Almost 
immediately | felt my cock start to 
harden again. | could feel his at criti- 


| cal mass, nudging against my belly 


like a policeman’s billy-club. 


| Crushed in his manly embrace, | felt 


so drunk with lust | wanted to suck 
every cock | had ever known! | 


\ planned to get my mouth around the 


giant cockhead smearing my belly 


| with slimy pre-cum. 


But he had other plans for me. 
Still deep in a soul-kiss, he pushed 
me back, slowly lowering me to the 
shower-room floor. Then it dawned 
on me. 

“Yeah, big man, c’mon and fuck 
me!” | grunted. | had always wanted 
it, | realized. | could feel my dong 
swelling up with anticipation. He 
grabbed both my legs and lifted 
them up, until my ass-cheeks were 
sticking up in the air. My ankles 
rested on his hard shoulders. He 
bent down and spit twice, and | felt 
his spittle hit me right on the as- 
shole. His rough hand smeared it be- 
tween my buttocks, across my 
bung-hole, lubricating me. 

Oh, god, he mounted me! | felt 
strong hands grip me by the hips, 
and—yeow! — Something huge and 
blunt rammed against my ass! It 
hurt! | writhed in pain. Struggle as | 
might, | couldn't stop that huge 
spear, and it drove into me until | felt 
it plunge past the door of my as- 
shole. Damn, it hurt! It hurt as the 
big bastard worked his searing dong 
upintome. - 

Then Palast kissed me on the 
mouth again. It was a great kiss, a 
powerful kiss, full of lust and 


‘ strength. When he pulled away his 


face, | looked down at our joining. 
He had done it! His stupendous 
monster horse-cock was buried up 
to the hilt in my ass! His strong arms 
pinned me down, keeping me from 
struggling while he skewered me 
with his penis meat. He chugged 
away, rocking back and forth, bang- 
ing his hips against mine. | looked at 


his face. His eyes were closed, and 
he smiled 

| was starting to get into the spirit 
of the occasion, too. The pain was 
less, and my sexual ardor grew 
stronger. Gradually he released his 
holds on my arms and body — be- 
cause | had ceased to struggle. | 
gripped his torso and held on, sub- 
mitting, beginning to enjoy the 
cornholing | was receiving. When | 
relaxed, suddenly it felt better, more 
erotic. 

| began to hear a low, muffled 
sound, like a suppressed grow. It 
was coming from Palast. The sound 
grew louder and louder until he was 
roaring a hoarse, savage scream. 
His eyes were totally glazed over, 
sightless, mindless. His hips 
slammed into me so hard he was 
shoving me backwards across the 
floor. Finally he reached his pin- 
nacle, and he stopped breathing, 
frozen into a statue of sexual frenzy 
and bliss. | could feel his jizzum 
rocketing up into my guts. | could 
feel it, big surges of hot, sticky liquid 
gushing up inside me. 

After several seconds of an out-of- 
body experience, he relaxed on me, 
and with a sob he started panting 
again. Sweat ran down him in 
rivulets, dripping on me in erotic 
splatters. “Oh, shit, oh, fuck, oh, 
hell,” he moaned. “That was the 
greatest fuck | have ever had!” 

He kissed me on the mouth again, 
a bit more tenderly. His softening 
dong slopped greasily out of my 
asshole, and he pulled away from 
me. We both sat up, panting, sweat- 
ing, exhausted, but more fulfilled (for 
my part, anyway) than | had ever felt 
in my life. 

| looked at him. “I don’t know 
what to say now,” | said. “Where do 
we go from here?” 

He smiled. “Well, for one thing, | 
would say you are immune from traf- 
fic tickets from here on in. For 
another, | would hope that you and | 
can get together more often. Maybe 
over at my apartment.” 

Well, one thing led to another 
(one thing hardened another) and | 
ended up moving in with him. 

OgoO 

Several cum-drenched years 
later, | went through the police 
academy, and today | am a member 
of the city’s finest. Whenever | see 
the young studs passing out the 
towels, | wonder if they are seeing 
all those naked dicks in just the way 
I saw them. A 


pre Ge INSTANT ACTION 
a way you like it! | DEEP SA TISFA C TI fi 


1-900 


935-MATE | 


(THAT’S 1-900-535-6283 


= MEN For MEN | 


You must | be 38 jor. older 


(THAT'S 1-900-468-6900) _« 


REAL 


TELL ME at 


= WHAT YOU 
WANT 
TO DO! 
PLL DO IT 
WITH YOU! 
1-900 


cee 04 1-900-535. BODS 


Sia S 1-900-535-2637) 
Mie a AMERICA’S 


NO 
ACTORS 
HOT - 
ACTION & 


MAN TALK 
THE WAY 
YOU 
LIKE IT! 
1-900 


535-4MEN 


(THAT'S 4-900-535-4636) 


$4 per min., $2 the 1st 


$1 per min., $2 the 1st 


GAY ONE-ON-ONE CONNE CTIONS 
1-900-535-6969 


$1 per min., $2 the Ist. 


Ee eee — 


ee 


——— eee 


ee ainameccoasioi 


PEGUARD IN HEAT 


BY BILL GORDON 


O., god, I’m coming,” he gasped, 
and | rammed my swollen, throb- 
bing dick in as hard as | could, slam- 
ming my hips against his ass, 
skewering him with my fuck-pole, 
which was rapidly approaching criti- 
cal mass. His passion poured al- 
cohol on the fires of my own, and in 
an instant | was overcome with lust 
and ecstasy. My groin humping auto- 
matically and uncontrollably against 
him, | had to do something primeval, 
something deep, savage, and wild. | 
bent my head down and sank my 
teeth into his shoulder. 

He let out a long, delirious groan 
as | bit him, his whole body trem- 
bling with rapture. | reached down 
under his sweating body and felt his 
dick just in time to catch a palmful of 
his boiling cum. | slapped the slimy 
liquor onto his climaxing shaft and 
stroked it, and he let out another 
agonized moan. And again he shot 
out his delight in blasts of white, 
sticky lust-serum. He was out of his 
mind with fuck-frenzy. At the peak of 
his fever, he grunted, “Curt, oh, 
Curt...” 

About then | got my own gun, and 


/ 


my charging pecker filled him up 
with more than enough scum to 
replace what he had jetted onto the 
floor. Hearing him blurt out the 
name of another man as | drilled his 
ass did something to me, turning me 
on even more. | also felt a little spirit 
of revenge, and | drove my vaulting 


He let out 
a long, delirious 
groan as | 
bit him, 
his whole body 
trembling 
with rapture... 


pole deeper into him than he had 
ever felt before. Coming down from 
his orgasm, he gasped, “Jesus, Bill, 
| can feel you up in my guts...god, | 
can feel you at the back of my 
throat!” 

After it was all over and we lay 


panting in each other's arms, feeling 
our body hair tickling and teasing 
each other’s fevered skin, my pas- 
sion cooled down into that wonder- 
ful afterglow. Nipping at his lips and 
tongue, playfully caressing his hefty 
chest and shoulders, | murmured, 
“So who's Curt?” 

“Curt? Did | say Curt?” he asked, 
surprised. 

“At the moment of truth, you 
called out for Curt,” | said. 

“Not to worry, really,” he said. 
“Curt was the world’s greatest cock- 
sucker, positively the best head 
anybody could ever get. Even better 
than you,” he said, looking me in the 
eyes. 

“Well, that makes me feel great.” 

“— Hey, don’t worry. This guy was 
simply the world’s best blowjob in 
the world. He could drive you out of 
your mind. He was world-class. But 
you have attractions he couldn't 
match. He could never work over 
my ass like you do. You can fuck 
like a sex-machine, and he wasn't 
like that. His specialty was cocksuck- 
ing, and he was great. But now I’m 
with you...” 
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| ended his comments with my 
mouth over his, my tongue invading, 
exploring. Sure enough, | felt his 
cock rising again. 

“No, | can’t again, Bill, | just got to 
get to work,” he grunted, and pulled 
away from me. 

| lay back on the bed. “What ever 
happened to this Curt guy?” | asked. 

“Oh, something made him decide 
to give up the gay life. He quit. The 
world’s greatest cocksucker, and he 
quit.” Tom began pulling on his suit 
and tie. 

“So where is he now?” 

“Well, if you can believe it, Curt 
Pritchard worked as a lifeguard at 
Huntington Beach. He’s still there 
today, as tanned as a coconut, a 
great hunk of male flesh, but out of 
reach.” He pulled his shoes on and 
moved to the door. “I’m out of here, 
lover, but Ill see you tonight,” he 
said, and he was gone. 

| was left with a growing resolve 
and a growing dick. The idea of a 
hesitant lifeguard really turned me 
on, especially the part about his 
world-class talents as a cocksucker. 
As | reached down to respond to the 
call of the wild, | mused on the fact 
that | had the whole day to myself, 
and | hadn't been to Huntington 
Beach in months. After a quick jack- 
off, | decided to go there. 

Down at the beach, | learned 
quickly and easily that Curt 
Pritchard was indeed on duty that 
day, sitting alone in Lifeguard Tower 
#17. | walked over toward it to get a 
look at this talented mouth. 

God damn. Tom was guilty of the 
worst understatement | had ever 
heard. His description of Curt 
Pritchard hadn’t mentioned anything 
about his godlike body. The animal 
called Curt sat in the chair looking 
out over the water like a muscular 
Roman legionary sitting on a marble 
throne. He was obviously a 
weightlifter. | hadn’t seen a physique 
like his on anything less than a 
champion bodybuilder. | was imme- 
diately horny. 

| estimated age to be about 24, 
his height about 6’2”, his weight at 
about 200 pounds. His shoulders 
looked like he had on football equip- 
ment under his skin. Big plates: of 
muscle armored his wide shoulders 
and his entire body. His chest was 
broad and mighty. His nipples were 
like chocolate silver dollars set in the 
deep tan of his pecs. His belly made 
me lick my lips. Even at rest he was 
so muscular that his gut made a 
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washboard. He was masculine with 
a capital M: coarse, dark hair 
covered his chest and belly like 
scrub oak covering an alpine moun- 
tainside. 

He wore the regulation (thankfully 
tight) swimsuit, a black piece that 
stretched over his narrow hips. It 
bulged up over something tanta- 
lizingly huge between his legs. 


ROGET ADEE 
I've had guys 
refuse to let me 
fuck them, fearful 
of my long sword, 
but nobody can 
resist a suck on my 
ol’ pleasure hose 


Straining my eyes, | could almost 
see a huge, coiled snake under 
there, and what could very well be a 
huge pair of balls. God, what a stud! 
His legs were huge oak trees, 
carved and detailed with powerful 
musculature. 

His hair was black and shiny, his 
eyes as blue as the sky. | was cer- 
tainly in lust, and | was developing a 
case of love. His face was broad, his 
jaw square, his nose short and al- 
most squat. When he opened his 
mouth | saw a set of perfect white 
teeth. 

Damn, what a superman. My 
mind was made up. | had to have 
him. | wondered what had caused 
him to renounce the life. | know how 
powerful the drive for manflesh can 
be, though, and | decided to fan his 
spark of cock-love into flames. 

First off, | set up my towel right in 
front of his tower, where he could 
see me easily. | dropped off my shirt 
and shorts, revealing myself in only 
my string bikini. Regardless of the 
beauty of the bull sitting up in the 
Lifeguard Tower, my own body is 
nothing to sneeze at. |, too, lift 


_ weights, and do bodybuilding. At six 


feet and 190 pounds, | have won my 
share of posing competitions. When 
I'm on the prow, though, the thing | 
want to show off as quickly as pos- 
sible is my dick, which never fails to 
win friends and influence people. | 
was blessed with 10 full inches of 
hard, uncut cock-meat, and when 
I’m off to the races, it swells up to 
two and a half inches in diameter. 


I’ve had guys refuse to let me fuck 
them, fearful of my long sword, but 
nobody can resist a suck on my ol’ 
pleasure-hose. Even those who let 
me skewer them on my friendly 
weapon always come back for more. 

And | had to have this guy. The 
more | thought about him, and the 
more | looked at his dark, hard flesh, 
the more my mouth got dry and my 
dick got hard. With a suit as skimpy 
as mine, getting a hard-on at the 
beach could be pretty embarrass- 
ing, but in this case, | was on duty. 
For one thing, the beach wasn't too 
crowded on this day and in this par- 
ticular place. For another, | was very 
interested in displaying my 
hardware to this highly desirable 
man. 

Sure enough, my cockhead 
pushed past the elastic waistband 
and began climbing up my belly. | 
lay back, soaking in the sun, but 
mainly angling to give the lifeguard a 
good shot. | was taking a chance — 
exhibitionism on the beach is 
against the law —but | was counting 
on what Tom had said about this 
guy’s sexual preferences. After a 
couple of minutes, | heard someone 
back on the Lifeguard Tower ner- 
vously clear his throat. He said noth- 
ing. | knew he could see a good six 
inches of my hard cock—the little 
sling that was supposed to contain 
my genitalia could hold only four in- 
ches when it was erect. 

But | waited for a long time and 
nothing happened. He said nothing. 
He didn’t report me or order me to 
cover up, but neither did he make 
any other move. | glanced back at 
him. He was staring at me, at my 
groin. He red to be sweating, 
but that could have been from the 
heat. | decided to make another 
overt move. | got up and walked 
back toward his tower. My cock 
slapped against my belly as | walked 
brazenly up to him. 

“Get away from me,” he hissed as 
| stood at the base of his tower. 

“| just wanted to get acquainted, 
Lifeguard,” | said, smiling. 

“| know what you want,” he 
croaked. “Get out of here! Reverend 
Wilson said you're the spawn of the 
devil!” 

Ah-hah. His minister had been 
reading hellfire and damnation to 
him. 

| jutted my crotch up toward him, 
and my cock popped almost all the 
way out of my straining swimsuit. 
“I’m leaving for a few hours,” | said, 


ee 


“because | don’t want to disturb 
your concentration as a lifeguard, 
but I’ll be back a quitting time. | think 
we ought to get acquainted.” 

“No,” he said, “you just keep 
your distance! Keep away from me!” 

But all the time he spoke, his eyes 
were glued to my straining dong. | 
swear | saw him lick his lips. | 


-sauntered off the beach, tucking my 


dick back into my bikini as best | 
could as | made my way back to my 
car. | put back on my shorts and 
shirt. 

| learned what time he got off 
work, and for the next few hours | 
killed time, itching and fretting with 
anticipation. | drove back to the 
beach just in time to see him leaving 
the Parks & Recreation Building on 
his way to his car, dressed in a shirt 
and thongs. | walked up to him in 
the parking lot. | saw his car was a 
Toyota. “Remember me?” 

“Yeah, | remember you. | told you 
to leave me alone!” His words were 
angry, but he didn’t look angry at all. 
He looked scared. 

“Now, what's the matter with 
you? | just wanted to ask you some 
questions about your Toyota. 
What's so bad about that?” 

Poor guy, he couldn't keep him- 
self from stealing glances at my 
crotch, which had swelled up for his 
benefit —just the thought of that guy 
gave me a boner. “Well...” he 
hesitated. 

| moved closer. “I want to ask 
about engines...” | said, moving still 
closer. 

He nervously rubbed the back of 
his neck with his hand, and when he 
dropped it back to his side, | had 
moved so close to him that he ac- 
cidentally brushed it against my 
swollen groin. He snatched it back 
like he had touched a hot coal—he 
had, as far as | was concerned; my 
cock was as hot as a blowtorch, and 
all | could think of was getting him to 
blow my torch. “Excuse me,” he 
muttered. 

“Not at all, not at all,” | said quiet- 
ly. “I like you to touch me.” 

“Don't say that! You're not going 
to get me to...” He looked into my 
eyes as his voice trailed off. “Do you 
want to go for a ride in my car?” he 
said finally. 

| hopped into the passenger seat, 
he backed the car out, and we drove 
out of the parking lot. As soon as we 
had left some of the main traffic 
areas behind —| noticed that he was 
driving into the more sparsely set- 


tled areas—| said, “Damn, it sure 
has been hot today,” and | shucked 
off my shirt in one quick movement. 
He looked at my chest with unmis- 
takable admiration. 

“Yeah, it’s hot,” he murmured. | 
had been paying attention to where 
he had been driving, but suddenly 
he pulled off the street into a long, 
palm-lined lane leading to a large 


TAS 
Poor guy, 
he couldn’t keep 
himself from 
stealing glances 
at my crotch, which 
had swelled up 
for his benefit... 


house. “Reverend Wilson said when- 
ever | feel the devil tempting me, I’m 
supposed to drive to his house, and 
we'll vanquish you together,” he 
said in a breathless voice. 

| looked at him levelly, then shuck- 
ed down my shorts. If even the Chief 
of Police came out of that house,.| 
could pull my shorts back up again 
quickly and deny anything had hap- 
pened. | had been invited into his 
Car, after all. Once again | presented 
myself to him wearing only my string 
bikini. And once again my hard-on 
stretched high out of my swimming 
suit. “God damn you,” he 
whispered, and with his right hand 
he reached out to grasp my aching 
dork. 

| was so mentally prepared, | al- 
most cummed right then, but | 
fought off the feelings. | wanted to 
experience this guy’s world-class 
blowjob, and | didn’t want to dilute 
the sensation with a previous or- 


gasm. 

He pulled back the dickmeat of 
my foreskin, revealing my throbbing 
cockhead. He stroked my dong a 
couple of times, sending me into a 
frenzy. Damn, | hoped nobody was 
home in that house. | was about out 
of control. 

Curt looked desperate. “Damn, 
nobody's home!” he gasped. | was 
delighted! 

“Then let’s get out of the car,” | 
croaked, and he followed me out 
onto the grass. | pulled my bikini 
down and kicked it off. He reached 
out to grab my dong again as | lay 


down on the warm lawn. He lay 
down beside me. Then he lowered 
his head down and sucked me in! 

My brain was on fire! | was getting 
a blowjob from one of the most at- 
tractive males | had ever seen and 
one whose reputation had preceded 
him! He was good, god, he was 
good! His lips were tight around my 
shaft, the walls of his mouth hot and 
wet. His tongue did a velvet buzz- 
saw on the magic spot under my 
cockhead, and | was instantly 
electrocuted. He was driving me in- 
sane! | was so goddamned horny, in 
spite of how much | fought it, he had 
only to suck me for about 30 
seconds before the most powerful 
orgasm | have ever felt began build- 
ing in my balls like the first rum- 
blings of an earthquake. My whole 
body felt like flaming gasoline. My 
body surged with delirious sensa- 
tions of ecstasy so powerful | 
couldn’t even focus my eyes. 

Dimly, through a red lust-haze, | 
saw somebody — somebody naked — 
move silently up behind the preoc- 
cupied Curt. That somebody 
mounted him as he crouched over 
me, and that somebody gave it to 
him hard and deep and sudden! 
One minute Curt was moaning, lick- 
ing and sucking at my dick, the next 
minute he was struggling, arms and 
legs all over the place. I’ve had blow- 
jobs before, but this one was 
beyond human endurance. He 
pulled off my cock for a second to 
look back. “Reverend!” he gasped. 

Reverend? This was his minister? 
A minister with a hard sermon? Curt 
started howling, the minister was 
supposedly killing him. But poor 
Curt had bought the farm. The more 
he yelped, the harder and faster the 
minister, whose body, too, was 
powerful and athletic, let him have it 
up the butt. 

It was work —the sweat was pour- 
ing off us by this time —but | felt 
myself building up to the most in- 
credible orgasm of all time. Curt 
rammed his middle finger up my as- 
shole, diddling my prostate. | could 
feel the minister slamming into him 
like a runaway train crashing 
through the walls of a monastery. 

After four or five minutes of jerk- 
ing and humping, the minister’s balls 
slamming into Curt’s butt and his 
hands pinching Curt’s nipples, our 
instincts took over completely, and 
we were mindless, powerless to 
resist what was coming. 

When | felt the minister's balls 
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stop slamming into Curt’s butt, | 
knew he was creaming his corn, but 
there wasn’t anything | could do but 
hold on and wait for the train to stop 
at my station. God, the minister was 
something to watch! He molded his 
chest to Curt’s sweaty back and 
locked his teeth into the lifeguard’s 
shoulder to help him hold on. 

Suddenly | felt my tubes load up 
for a mighty shoot, and with a vi- 
cious stab into his mouth and throat, 
| launched everything | had. He 
choked and gulped, but he sucked 
that hot stuff down. 

The minister was sucking on 
Curt’s earlobe. Sure enough, | saw 
Curt’s hefty cock gush out his load 
of white Clorox. Together we 
humped and bucked, riding out our 
individual ecstasies against each 
other, finally slumping back into a 
devastated, exhausted, sweating 
mass of male flesh. The minister 
pulled out with a sloppy noise that 
sounded like a clogged drain. 

My right hand went down to 
Curt’s crank and gave it about five 
good strokes before | felt his but- 
tocks clench and sure enough, still 
more gobs of jizm were running 
down my hand. God, we were 
horny! 

Curt reached down again and 
gave me another buzzing suck! | 
couldn't believe it, my cock was soft 
and he ripped another orgasm out 
of me! At the peak of the convul- 
sions of pleasure, | could feel myself 
vomiting what felt like more quarts 
of my hot, milky jizm out of my dong 
into his steaming, sucking mouth. 

That motherfucker sucked and 
lapped up every last drop of my 
cum, and as | shot everything | had 
into his mouth, | relaxed and passed 
out on the lawn. 

When | awoke, the minister and 
Curt were kissing. Before long | 
joined in, and another orgy was in 
the making. In the meantime | 
learned that the minister had been 
fighting his own natural urges and 
hoped to insure his own success by 
inflicting his repressions on Curt, too. 

Needless to say, they were un- 
repressed, and our associations con- 
tinue to this day. A 
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BY JON KALENDOR 


Le heard of bed and breakfast 
before, but | sure as hell wasn’t ex- 
pecting bed, breakfast, blowjob and 
butt! Especially not in this archaic lit- 
tle inn that’s caught somewhere be- 
tween Lake Balaton and the back of 
beyond. 

I’ve only been in Hungary for 
three days, but already the bleak- 
ness of the place is getting to me. 
Things will be better, I’m told, when | 
finally get to Budapest. But the glit- 
tering capital of the Magyars is still 
twenty miles away, and at the rate 
things are going it seems like light- 
years. Backpacking across Hun- 
gary, trying to discover the land of 
my ancestors, is becoming more 
tedious than | had anticipated. 

My feet ache from the first day of 
walking. My ass aches from the 
second day, when | hitched a ride 
on a wooden wagon driven by a 
farmer older than Methuselah. My 
entire body aches from the third 
day, when | caught a ride with four 
ample Austrian tourists crammed 
into a Volkswagen. When they let 
me out near the inn early in the eve- 
ning, | felt like an accordion. Long- 
ing for a hot bath to soothe my 


knots and kinks, | had to settle for a 
quick wash in a bow of tepid water. 
There’s only one bathroom in the en- 
tire place and it doesn’t contain the 
luxury of a tub. 

Even after falling asleep, my 
dreams are seeped in the Hungarian 
countryside. Bleak plains. Thatch- 
roofed farm huts. Cattle. Geese. 


AAT 
I’m so hot 
even the 
broad-chested 
border guards 
looked delicious 
in their 
drab uniforms... 


Bare-chested farmers working in 
fields with their lean, brown bodies 
gleaming in the sun. At dawn, when 
| awake with a raging hard-on, | 
know that I’m never too weary to be 


horny. 
My naked body feels good be- 


‘tween the soft, warm sheets, and | 
reluctantly sit up and stretch. | swing 
my travel-weary feet onto the 
wooden floor, but don’t have the 
energy to move any further. Sitting 
there on the edge of the bed, | think 
it’s an ironic fluke of nature that I’m 
so helplessly lethargic, yet my cock 
is up and ready to go. Maybe a 
good old-fashioned hand-job is just 
the thing | need to loosen me up. It’s 
the only available sexual outlet —so 
why not? 

Flopping back on the bed, | begin 
giving my ever-ready pistol a sen- 
sual workout. While stroking it, | 
close my eyes and fantasize about 
some of those good-looking Hun- 
garian hunks I’ve seen since coming 
into the country. Heck, even the 
broad-chested border guards 
looked delicious in their drab 
uniforms. I’m so damned hot that 
everybody is starting to look good! 

Problem with these Magyars, 
though, is that they're all too 
serious. Everyone seems bland, 
humortess, and unerotic. I’m begin- 
ning to wonder whether they ever 
think about any kind of sex—not to 
mention gay sex. Where are all 
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those hot-blooded Gypsies with me his Magyar meat. pole back into my hungry mouth. 


their damned violins? | wanted zim- And what meat! | haven't seen a Holding on to the base with both 
-baloms and Bikaver wine! salami like this since | passed the hands, | pump it vigorously while my 
My own Hungarian blood begins —_ window of a butcher shop in lips slide back and forth, massaging 


boiling with passion as | labor on my Veszprem! His horsedick is so fat his sleek wrapping of foreskin and 
throbbing tool. Pre-cum leaks out of and long that it looks completely out the warm, solid meat within. Then, in 


the slit; I’m so super-lubricated that of proportion with the rest of his a Herculean effort, | open my jaws 
it will be only seconds before | ex- slender body. The bulbous head like a python, thrust my head for- 
plode. My entire body tenses as | emerges from the thick sheath of ward, and stuff as much of that ram- 
pump vigorously into my wet palm. _ foreskin as it expands with excite- rod into my throat as is humanly 
| didn’t Jive — pine = the eer ‘ 
door, and | sure as idn’t hear : os grabs my shoulders for 
ne carne in, but aay | His horsedick asec I nts eisetha Serle 
ave the feeling I’m not alone... 5 er. The way he’s moaning and car- 
| open my ee There, with a is so fat and long rying on, | fire no one fas ever 
breakfast tray in his hands, is Miklos managed to swallow that much of 
the innkeeper! | don’t know which of that it looks him before. | hold it in my throat 
sonidos. COMPIORCTY OU ON 7 i505 some ai acai Wik 
| leap to my feet, trying ~jhi bed proportion with ore breath, I eee paren 
my hopelessly burgeoning boner the spit-slick organ with both hands. 
with both hands. We oy face to the rest of - egehe ae Miklos pants 
face —me all cock, and him all eyes. as | masturbate the monstrous pud. 
Miklos seems so sullen and his slender body He shoves his pelvis to meet my 


unimaginative that | figure he’s ; strokes and his coconut balls swing 
probably never jacked off in his en- = ment, but the damn thing is so back and forth in their fleshy pouch, 


tire life. He’s a small, sandy-haired heavy that it remains horizontal even slapping my face and throat. 
man, probably in his early forties, when fully erect. As our tempo increases, his pant- 
with a thick drooping mustache and “Holy shit!” | sit back down on ing mounts to a crescendo. Clear 


the widest blue eyes | ever saw. The _ the edge of the bed as though the fuck juice drips and drools from his 
enormity of his mustache obscures _—_ wind had been knocked out of me. _ crimson knob. Then, with one frantic 
any humor that his mouth might pos- Suddenly my seven-and-a-half in- yelp, he lunges forward and starts 
sess. Looks like he probably hadn’t cher seems hopelessly inadequate. shooting cum out of the firehose. It 


cracked a smile since the '56 revolu- “Vat wrong?” Miklos asks. “You splashes hotly on my cheeks and 
tion. no like?” He moves toward me with __ rockets right over my shoulder onto 
“Joreggelt,” he finally says, as genuine concern, but alll see is that the bed. The more! pump his ram- 
though nothing extraordinary has oc- thickly veined dirigible dick wagging mer, the more the cum flies. When 
curred. at my face. it’s finally empty, | keep squeezing 
“Uh, yeah, good morning,” | “| like! | like!” | assure him. To and milking to get the last thick 
manage to answer, fumbling for my —_ prove my point | grab his wanger drops. | gently kiss his cockhead 
pair of 501’s. and maneuver the thing into my while he winces from post-climax 
“You vant breakfast?” He offers salivating mouth, pressing my lips sensitivity. 
me the tray. “Tojas kolbasszal.” against the silky sheath that slides “Oh, oooh,” he keeps moaning. 
“Uh, yes. Thank you. Koszonom,” back over his moist crown. Then he says, “Now, you take me!” 
| mumble. “Put it over there.” “Oh! Oooh!” he moans, as | “Huh?” I'm looking at the cum- 
He places the tray on the dresser. manage to swallow it deeper and drenched sheets and figuring he 
The eggs and sausage smell good, deeper. Halfway down! have to stop must have shot five feet. 
but I’m frantically trying to stuff my or choke, but | seem to have taken “You take me, no?” Miklos has 
own sausage into a ridiculously tight enough to please Miklos. He’s grunt- turned around and is offering me his 
pair of jeans. ing and groaning with more en- white, nicely rounded ass. 
“You vant sumpting else?” Miklos thusiasm than | thought he was “Hell, yes!” 
asks, calmly watching my clumsy capable of mustering. | stand up and Miklos bends over, 
clamor for cover. After sucking him for a while | final- holding onto the bed with both 
“Uh, no. Nem. Nothing,” | tell him, ly back off to get some badly hands for support. My cock needs 
actually beginning to blush. needed oxygen. His big, red, glisten- no coaxing. It only takes mea 
“Maybe you vant...this?” He _ ing cocknob is sloppy and dribbling, second to rifle through my luggage 


closes the door and locks it. Then, and | stick out my tongue to catch and come up with a fistful of good 
quicker than a hummingbird’s wink, | some of the thick, oozing strands of _ ol’ American rubbers. | snap one 


he unbuckles his belt and drops his __ pre-cum. onto my aching dick, then scoop up 
trousers. “Shit!” | mutter between slurps. some of my friend’s cum from the 

“What the heck—” This is the “When | get done with this baby, I'm sheets and lubricate my rubberized 
closest I’ve ever come to total gonna have it mounted so | can pole with it. Positioning myself be- 
shock. | had imagined him puttinga show it to the folks back home!” hind him, | stick my cock between 
gun to my head, or at least kicking “Vat?” My dirty English is pouring _ his slim buns and press the head 
me out of the inn. But | never ex- out too fast for Miklos to follow. against his little puckered butthole. 
pected this sullen little man to offer “Never mind!” | slide his stallion He gasps when | enter, but my 
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slick dick slides all the way up with 
no difficulty. | hold onto his slender 
waist as | fuck, and he wiggles his 
ass sweetly to accommodate my 
thrusts, squeezing my cock from 
crown to base. 

The guy’s a magnificent fuck and 
| want it to last, but | haven’t un- 
loaded in a week and I’m ready to 
blast in a matter of seconds. 

| bear down on him so hard that 
he thumps onto the bed with me on 
top of him. | plow his tight fuckhole 
mercilessly until my balls tighten 
and my load starts to erupt. Quickly 
pulling out, | jerk off the rubber and 
stroke my naked rod into the crack 
of his ass until | shoot, spraying big 
spurts of jism all the way up his 
back. When I’m done | collapse on 
top of him, exhausted, and we lay 
there panting. 

When | finally get up, ! lean over 
him and lick my still-warm cum up 
from his smooth, silky back. 

“Vuz good, vuz good,” he keeps 
telling me, as we towel off and get 
dressed. 

I’m reluctant to end our tryst, but 
it’s getting late and I’ve got to hit the 
road 


“I'm going to Budapest,” | ex- 
plain, while tugging at the shoelaces 
of my sneakers. “I want to get there 
by this afternoon. If | can hitch a 
ride.” 

“Budapestre,” Miklos echoes. 
“You go there?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Ivan, he take you!” he says. 

“Huh?” For a second | think he 
said, “I vanna take you.” 

“Ivan. lvan my cousin. He live 
Budapest. | call him. He take you 
there.” 

Before | know what's happening, 
the little guy runs to the front desk 
and is telephoning his Budapest 
cousin Ivan. Despite my protests, 
Miklos is determined that I’m going 
to get a ride. 

During my half-hour wait for Ivan, 


| try to imagine what the dude is like. 


Somehow, in my mind, the name 
Ivan registers as a four-hundred- 
pound, bald-headed Russian who 
bench-presses tractors. 

When the tiny car pulls up by the 
inn and its driver gets out, | gleefully 
admit that my imagination was 
wrong. Ivan is quite different from 
his country cousin —taller, ten years 
younger, with dark hair and a mus- 
cular build. His features are more 
chiseled and defined, but he has the 
same sky-blue eyes. I’ve definitely 


hit the Hungarian jackpot! 

After thanking Miklos for his 
generous hospitality, | toss my gear 
into the back of the car and squeeze 
in the front seat with Ivan. Heck, 
even if this hunk doesn’t turn out to 
be as friendly as Miklos, he’s still 
damn nice to sit close to. 

Ivan’s English is much more 
refined than that of his cousin, and 


His body 
is beautiful 
and muscular, 
with a tantalizing 
sprinkle of 
black hair 
on his broad chest 


we immediately hit it off. Although 
he’s mostly rattling on about the 
benefits of life in the big city, and his 
work as a chef at the Karpatia Res- 
taurant, | keep wondering how much 
Miklos told him about me over the 
phone. Was it only because of our 
cramped quarters, or was this 
Magyar bull deliberately pressing his 
muscular leg against mine? | can’t 
help gawking at the impressive 
bulge between his thighs, or the tuft 
of dark chest hair showing from his 
open collar. Muscles ripple through 
his thin white shirt. 

“You'll stay with me, of course,” 
he says suddenly as we near the 
legendary twin cities of Pest and 
Buda. “| want to show you a lot of 
things!” 

“I'd like that very much.” | try to 
contain my enthusiasm. 

lvan’s small apartment has one 
bedroom and a kitchen, and also 
contains the luxury of a bath. After 
four bathless days, I’d sell my 
grandmother’s walker for some 
soap and water. When | let out a 
bleat of ecstasy at the sigh of his 
porcelain tub, Ivan grins and tells 


me I’m more than welcome to use tt. 


Soon I’m peeling off my travel- 
worn clothes and sinking down into 
a sinfully soapy tub. Some of my 
chest hair is matted with dried cum 
from Miklos’ big sausage. | close my 
eyes and feel my dick swelling with 
the memory of Miklos and the pos- 
sibilities of lvan. Soft Hungarian 
music suddenly drifts in from the 
record player in the next room. Dole- 


ful violins rise and fall against the 
delicately haunting strains of a zim- 
balom. 

As | towel off, | realize that all of 
my clean clothes are in my back- 
pack, which is in lvan’s bedroom. 
With towel around waist, | enter his 
darkened abode. The heavy curtains 
are drawn, several crimson candles 
are lighted, and Ivan is reclining 
stark naked on his bed. He smiles 
when he sees me, sits up, and pours 
two glasses of wine. Shit, he sure 
knows how to set the mood! 

“Come over here,” he says. “We 
can relax before having dinner.” His 
body is beautiful and muscular, with 
a tantalizing sprinkle of black hair on 
his broad chest. | cast a curious 
glance between his tawny thighs. 
His uncut cock isn't as gigantic as 
Miklos’ monster, but it’s thick, long, 
and perfect. 

| sit near him on the edge of the 
bed and gulp my wine, silently curs- 
ing myself for feeling a surge of ner- 
vousness. It sure isn’t my style to 
act like a nervous virgin! But then 
again, it isn’t every day that | crawl 
into bed with a Hungarian god. 

“Szokere, szokere,” he murmurs, 
stroking my head. “Your hair is so 
blond.” 

Before | know it I’m on the bed 
kissing him, reeling in the warmth of 
his impressive torso. As our tongues 
slowly and sensually make love, | 
marvel at what a sophisticated 
kisser this man is. | had enjoyed the 
crude, uncomplicated sex with Mik- 
los, but it was basic and unimagina- 
tive. Somehow | got the feeling that 
the ol’ country guy had been fucked 
but never kissed. Ivan is a connois- 
seur in the art of Eros. Even his smal- 
lest movements are intrinsically 
erotic. 

Our hard cocks are pressed 
together as we kiss, and It’s impos- 
sible to tell which is already leaking 
with lube juice. The feeling is getting 
too hot to tolerate. | disengage my 
tongue from his and trail down to his 
tits, which are already hard and 
pointed. | nibble each one, licking, 
sucking, teasing with my teeth. His 
chest is damp and my eager tongue 
follows the delicious aroma of man- 
sweat to his armpits. 

| leisurely lick his stomach, tongu- 
ing his navel, avoiding the swollen, 
throbbing cock so near my mouth. 
His balls are big, heavy, and musky. 
| pop each one into my mouth, listen- 
ing to lvan groan deeply with satis- 
faction as | suck them. | bury my 
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nose in the moist hairy sack, getting 
an amyi-like rush as | lick and kiss 
them. : 

Ivan’s not only groaning, he’s 
squeezing his tits, massaging his 
chest, sliding his hands down to his 
cock. | quickly take charge of the en- 
gorged tool, moving my lips up the 
hard shaft, working my tongue as | 
go. The plump acorn head is oozing 
with the sweetest man-juice I’ve ever 
tasted. My hungry mouth engulfs 
him, sucking and slurping the slick 
fuck pole. Ivan’s is just about the 
most perfect cock I’ve ever sucked. 

Somehow, the huge Hungarian 
has contorted his glistening body so 
that his mouth finds my pulsing 
prick. We quickly slip into a sensual 
sixty-nine, sucking in rhythmic 
ecstasy. As his hot and talented lips 
plunge down my rod, | swallow him 
to the root and both of our bodies 
quake. Ivan slips my cock from his 
mouth and wraps his hands around 
it, and | do the same to him as my 
cock explodes. 

Through eyes half-shut with 
ecstasy | watch his perfect cock 
shudder and shoot, and at the same 
instant my own cock pulses and un- 
loads. 

After both our cocks are drained, 
we go back to sucking each other, 
reluctant for the pleasure to end. 
Then | crawl back into his arms and 
we kiss long and deep. 

“| hope you will stay a long time,” 
Ivan whispers. “Il want you to fall in 
love with Budapest.” 

“That'll be very easy to do,” | hear 
myself saying. 

| don’t know if it’s the wine or the 
sex or the warmth of my friend’s 
arms, but in a few moments I’m drift- 
ing off to dreamland. 

When Ivan gently wakes me, it 
takes a while before | realize where | 
am. The candles have all melted and 
| can sense night in the air. 

“Time to eat,” he smiles. “We’re 
having gombaleves, csirke 
paprikas, burgonya palacsinta...” 

“Whoa, hold it!” I say, still groggy 
from sleep. “You're going too fast. 
Translate!” 

“Mushroom soup, paprika chick- 
en, potato pancakes...” 

“Sounds delicious!” | interrupt, 
giving my host a quick kiss. He 
returns it with a smoldering kiss that 
makes me shiver. 

I’m ready to eat. Nothing, I’ve 
learned, satisfies a sex-driven ap- 
petite like a homemade Hungarian 
feast. A 
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You can still get some 
back issues of Uncut, but 
not for long! Supplies are 
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(I certify by my signature that | am over 21 years of age and that | am requesting sexually orientated material to be sent to me 
at the address above.) 
All orders must be signed. Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery. Do not send cash. 


THE ADVENTURES OF 
SKINHUNTER 


MEAT MOUNTA 


F was almost noon before | to be more uptight about casual an open-air market where you can 
reached Black’s Beach, and so the nudity. And they usually are! But sample the merchandise for free...” 
sun was directly overhead as | de- here on Black’s Beach average The mile or so of hard slogging 
scended the cliff to Southern Americans were letting it all hang along the beach was more than | 
California’s most famous nude out, and somehow | found that both _ had anticipated. But, eventually, | 
beach. Occasionally a black shadow _ refreshing and exciting. reached my goal, Meat Mountain, a 
like a pterodactyl would cross over As | picked my way across piles brush-covered hilly outcrop at the 


me. But these were just hang gliders of seaweed my eyes flickered over ___ base of the cliffs on the north end of 
launched from the nearby cliff top, the hundreds of bodies, lustfully the beach. | slung my backpack 
neatly combining the thrill of wind- over my shoulder and sped, goat- 


powered flight with high-altitude like, up a partially washed-out track 
tithes Calpe if ~ of I tried cou nting: loading 0 some.cisty greenery at 
those wheelin carri the t the hill. 

binoculars... P twenty, maybe | found a path and sauntered 
ety bones. Wwerity-five;guys Tae i ee ee 
view | es the hordes of unclad were cruising an - ete of i movement, 
sunworshippers and some nearby eaking brush, quick footfalls on 
overflowing cans of garbage. This in the thickets oy trails, and re wet and 
wasn’t the spot where | wanted to urping noises. | jumped up on a 
spend any time! Slipping off my : below m nearby rock and peered into the 


shorts and T-shirt, | stuffed them into a mass of bushes. 

my backpack. Completely naked,| evaluating the cocks a Here and there | saw two heads 

began to hike northward along the —_ nocently exposed tothe sun. As al- _ close together. Elsewhere blurred 

beach. ways, the variety astounded and figures moved swiftly along unseen 
My self-consciousness lasted pleased me. The glorious array paths in the brush. | tried counting; 

about ten seconds. | had already at- reminded me why! found itso much _ twenty, maybe twenty-five guys 

tracted approving glances, andso| funto be gay—and also, why! was __ were circulating in the thickets 

felt great about myself. | had been here. below me. A stiffening sensation in 

on nude beaches around the world, “Try Meat Mountain,” a friend in my prick told me that | was hooked, 

but somehow | expected Americans San Diego had advised me. “It’s like — My brain turned off, and my hor- 
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mones began humming the music of 
the chase. 

| paused just long enough to 
slather my face and shoulders with 
SPF35 sun cream. Looking down at 
my prick in its red bush of pubic 
hair, | decided it would probably be 
safe from the sun down in the 
bushes. Although that’s all it would 
be safe from... 

It was a primitive kind of lust that 
had overwhelmed me, that cruising 
urge we all know so well. Checking 
out other guys. ..flirting...comparing 
bodies...all the unsubtle little be- 
haviors that spell gays in rut. The 
bathhouse gavotte. All the fun of 
being horny...and irresponsible. 

But, for a moment, common 
sense intruded and | checked my 
backpack to reassure myself that 
my supply of condoms was still 
there. 

| stepped into the nearest opening 
into the bushes. Almost immediately 
a naked figure hurried across my 
path. Eyes met, dropped, registered 
age, body condition, and cock size. 
The stranger did it...! did it, automat- 
ically. No one had to tell me the 
rules of this game. | knew them in- 
stinctively and reflexively. 

The stranger had paused, but 
then moved on. Maybe redheads 
were a turn-off for him. | wasn’t 
surprised or disappointed. | hadn't 
felt any magic either... 

Truthfully, | didn’t want any sex im- 
mediately. Scoring was only a minor 
part of this game...the real object 
was just to stay in the game as long 
as possible. 

So | moved quickly and sound- 
lessly along the maze of trails and 
hidden little groves, my erect cock 
pointing the way to adventure. Guys 
would pass or cross my path. The 
routine was always the same...eyes 
met, dropped, estimated, and 
moved on. Interestingly, everyone 
was cheating in exactly the same 
way. As fast as they were moving, 
these guys didn’t forget to keep their 
pricks pumped and appealing. Limp 
dicks were clearly unacceptable at- 
tire! : 

Occasionally a hang glider would 
swoosh around in a great circle as it 
reached the end of its gliding range. 
| wondered what we looked like to 
the pilots...tiny, naked,men scurry- 
ing around with their dicks bobbing. 
We probably looked like horny white 
mice in a laboratory maze. 

But there was no time to be con- 
cerned about the unseen peeping 
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toms in the sky. The game was grow- 


ing ever more complex. The cast 
changed minute by minute as or- 
gasms weeded out some players 
and made them into onlookers, 
while fresh players came along to fill 
the empty places. 

Sometimes a circle jerk of four to 
five would halt some of the move- 
ment along the trails. A grove would 
be selected to give the shyer jerkers 
some slight privacy, yet still allow 
those who liked to watch to get their 
jollies from the cover of surrounding 
bushes. 

| got caught in one of these in- 
tense groups within the first half- 
hour. A chunky Japanese kid with a 
wrestler’s body had looked hotly at 
me, and | at him. So we stopped our 
patrol of the thickets and faced each 
other, and began to stroke our 
dongs. No words were spoken, it 
was enough for us to use our eyes 
to ravish each other’s maleness. | 
savored his chiseled pecs with their 
hard brown tits, and—in my mind — 
chewed on the pale ball sacs that 
bounced between his lavishly 
muscled thighs. His uncut prick was 
being veiled and unveiled as he 
tubed his hand up and down on his 
erect rod. We didn’t touch, but still 
we managed to devour each other. 

| was only half-aware of other 
figures silently joining us, so hyp- 
notized was | by the jade-like perfec- 
tion of the body in front of me. But 
there were eventually five of us in 
the circle, and others somewhere in 
the screen of bushes. Although they 
were made invisible by the leaves 
and branches, you could feel their 
minds reach out to bathe the circle 
in the heat of hidden lust. 

The players in the circle were an 
interesting group. To my right was a 
tanned and very tall Nordic type, 
whose horsecock erupted from a 
cloud of very fine blond hair. Two 
others were standard-issue closet 
Navy-gays; one very hairy-chested 
and with a fireplug cock, and the 
other spookily white-skinned and 
with a startlingly long skin flute. It 


» looked like good company for a 


group grope. 

There was no breeze into the tiny 
glade, and sweat was beading up on 
all of us. On the smooth skin of the 
Japanese the rivulets that began on 
his scalp could be clearly seen 
coasting down over his satiny body 
to disappear into the coal-black fuzz 
of his crotch. The sweat provided 
lubrication for masturbation. Distant 
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sounds of gulls broke into the 
steady slap, slap, of meat being 
lovingly handled by five horny guys. 

The guy with the dead-man’s pal- 
lor spurted first. He hunched over 
his long ten-incher, both hands in 
play, and then rocked backwards. 
He bucked and jerked, looking al- 
most as though he were strangling 
his cock, and then cum shot across 
the circle to splatter on the thighs of 
the blond guy. 

The group moaned in approval... 

Against the deep tan the man- 
juice looked pearly and succulent. 
The blond reacted as though 
touched by electricity, and hurled 
himself unrestrainedly into his own 
orgasmic frenzy. His washboard 
stomach hardened and his mouth 
opened in a silent scream. Then he 
too poured out a stream of his pre- 
cious sperm. It bubbled up like froth, 
flooding out of his piss slit, cascad- 
ing over a white-knuckled grip on 
his cock. The blond wasn’t a 
shooter but he was a first-rate cum 
artist...he just kept on milking his 
tool. Each belch of white stuff had to 
be the last — but it wasn’t. He must 
have spilled a quart! 

White-boy had positioned himself 
behind me, snaking his arms around 
my waist. | surrendered my raw 
meat to his tenderizing grasp and 
backed up a few inches so that his 
still-wet cock could nestle in be- 
tween my legs. Then | let him take 
me up the last mile to orgasm 
heaven. Opposite, the Japanese guy 
had been skewered in the ass by the 
hairy-chested Navy type. My oriental 
beauty didn’t even bother to caress 
his dick any longer, it was hot 
enough to explode on its own. The 
cute dark crotch was flaunting itself, 
the cock flopping heavily as strong 
fuck thrusts from behind kept it in 
motion. 

We were both so close... 

The blond guy was still frozen like 
a statue, recovering from his major 
discharge, when a short figure ap- 
peared to kneel in front of him to lick 
him clean of his remaining sperm. In- 
credibly, the action seemed to give 
the blond new energy and his cock 
slammed into the new guy’s 
mouth. ..and a new race was under- 
way! 

| dragged my eyes back to the 
mano-a-mano | was having with the 
Japanese..The battering he was get- 
ting up his ass was moving him inch 
by inch closer to me. His head was 
thrown back, his jaw slack, his lips 


parted and moist. His eyes were 
glazed with the kind of dreamy lust 
that comes only when one man sur- 
renders his ass to another man’s 
cock. With his free hands he was 
squeezing his plump brown 
tits...hard! 

He was ready and so was l... 

| saw the proud, smooth, shaft 
jerk to signal its readiness to honor 
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His washboard 


stomach hardened 
and his mouth 
opened ina 
silent scream. 
Then he poured 


its master. | saw the gouts of cum 
propel themselves out of his piss slit 
and across the space between us. 
White-boy released me just as the 
sticky masculine essence showered 
over my crotch. 

| immediately triggered a return 
salute of my own jism. 

As we relaxed the blond made his 
second orgasm, unloading into the 
mouth of his helper, who snuffled up 
each drop eagerly and enthusiasti- 
Cally. 

Wads of cum arched across the 
grove from an unseen participant 
hidden in the bushes. Gobs of white 
stuff splattered on the face of the 
devotee, whose own cock began dis- 
charging into the dust at his knees. 

The grove fell silent for a moment, 
as we all rested from our labors. But 
around us the bushes quivered as 
the ever-hungry voyeurs moved on 
to seek out new secret thrills. 

| made my way alone out of the 
thicket to the cliff edge. Tired, | 
spread a beach towel and lay down 
to catch a few rays... 

The closeness of another body 
woke me from my nap. Standing 


_Over me was a tall, nude, black guy. 


The first thing | noticed was the 
high, firm bubble-butt on top of 
long, well-muscled legs. The rest of 
the body was equally fantastic — 
gym-toned and glowing with vitality. 

I'm a sucker for black bubble- 
butts. Literally! 

Bubble-butt read my mind, and 
without a single word began lower- 
ing that divine ass over my heaven- 


seeking cock. | barely had the time 
—or the presence of mind—to reach 
for my ever-ready rubbers and slip 
one over my rosy glans and down 
my hard white shaft. Supporting him- 
self on his hands, he began the slow 
entrapment of my eager dick inside 
his velvety love tunnel. | saw my rub- 
bered shaft slowly ooze upwards 
into the purple-black pucker of Bub- 
ble-butt’s ass. | slipped past the 
sphincter with an audible plop, deep 
into the liquid smoothness that lay 
beyond...my cock was being swal- 
lowed up by a mink-lined pleasure 
machine that was about to begin an 
ass-fucking episode that should 
have made the headlines. 

Jesus Fucking Christ! Was this 
guy hot? He was the hottest ass 
fuck I'd ever had! 

| groaned aloud, giddy with the 
pleasure produced by the rumba- 
paced, high-energy, ball-bearing 
smoothness of the guided ride into 
shit-chute ecstasy. | could feel my 
cock almost popping its veins in 
response to the overwhelming 
eroticism of the motion. 

No orgasm could be delayed after 
this kind of provocation! 

| felt myself cream inside that 
black ass...hot wet stuff pooling in 
the confined space around my cock- 
head. 

“Man, you were too quick...” 
Those were the only words my 
friend ever spoke. 

“Let me bring you off,” | begged, 
fearful this ebony wonder would 
take his act somewhere else on 
Meat Mountain. | burrowed under- 
neath the massive legs and let my 
tongue lance upwards into the 
secret space behind his balls. Salty, 
musky, richness was my reward. | 
could feel his ass twitch receptively, 
so | dug my finger inside to feel 
where my cock had been—he was 
surprisingly tight. Then | began to 
slowly move downward along the 
ridged skin until two great fuzzy 
balls presented themselves to be 
teased, tongued, and sucked. 

Next was the giant black cock. A 
real donkey-dong, a thigh-slapper, 
the kind of heavy and meaty prick 
that never quite gets hard because 
there’s too much damn tissue to fill 
with blood. But it was big—the big- 
gest I'd seen on the mountain—and 
It had the sweetest foreskin- 
wrapped cockhead I’d sampled in a 
long time. 

Making the black guy cum was 
going to be a serious assignment. 
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So | settled in for the long haul and 
got comfortable. | let that prick just 
dangle in my mouth as | toyed with 
its hot and chocolatey goodness. 
My partner generously dipped for- 
ward and began guzzling my semi- 
hard cock back into hardness. 

It was a black-on-white suckfest 
that was the best race-relating I'd 
ever done. Mmmm good! 
Earthquakes could have devastated 
all of Southern California and | 
would probably have kept on suck- 
ing. Really great sex has its own 
priorities! 

We had attracted the usual gag- 
gle of onlookers, but you don’t 
make out on Meat Mountain if you're 
the shy type. Besides, the black guy 
and | were the type who get a 
charge out of providing a public sex 
performance. 

Our twined bodies were throwing 
off sweat in spumes of bright twin- 
Kling light. Our lungs heaved noisily 
as they tried to suck in air for the 
frenzy —but without out lips losing 
their suction grip as we went down 
on each other’s stiff cock. 

We came together in a delirious 
moment of unlimited orgasmic fury, 
pulling out at the last instant to allow 
the crowd to croon in delight at the 
sight of an endless flood of molten 
maleness spurting onto the sand 
and scrub... 

Droplets of sperm began raining 
on our locked bodies as an awed 
group of watchers paid tribute to us. 
The hair of my chest, and the 
mounds of my partner’s ass, were 
laced with strings of sperm that 
gradually slipped sideways off our 
sweat-slicked nakedness. 

The day didn’t end for me then. 
Other bodies made themselves avail- 
able, just as anonymously. ..cocks 
of all shapes and colors that 
desperately wanted to play... 

It was the kind of game that 
should never end. A 


HoLLYwoop HUNKS 
IN THE RAW 


While they last! Claude Mauser & 
Aaron Travis’ guide to major male ac- 
tors and their nude scenes in movies 
and on video. Illustrated! Over 200 
titles described. $8 postpaid, sent by 
First class. Signed statement of age 
required. 
CB&V, BOX 97694 
LAS VEGAS, NV 89193 
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: MAC Mack Reynolds Video.$24.95 
Productions +$3.50 P&H CA Res. add 6.75% 
O Check O) Money Order 


Now Seeé..... 


Mack Reynolds 


inches Coverman 


In the hottest Solo J. O. 
& Butt play, ever video 
‘tapedil! 


He's Hot, 


Hard,& 
Hung 


Like a 
Horse!! 


30 min. 


Only VHS 


Also available!! Quality color 4x6 Photo 
sets of Hot Latinos,& Big Dicked Black Guys 


PE DO Roy 77531 SF.CAOAIO7. - 
i 


P.O. Box 77531, S.F., CA 94107 


Q $5 for Photo Set Info & Sample Photo . 


Signature 
(lam over 21) 
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There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
dear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 


Options 
You Can 
live With 


needed funds to underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 

Your options may be greater than you think. 


American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 


People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1*800+458+5231. 
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1NJUNS, CACTUS.” THEY Done 
RuSrlép ABovT 2O HEAD 
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Hm... I THIN Tee 
RIDE WITH You 
Topay / 
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CACTUS, I Dont THink THIS 16 4 Goo D 


Donr woery, Gustus,/ 
WEL HIDE DOWN IN 
THOSE TREES IN THE 
CREEK AND CATCH EM 
WHEN THEY Come 

To WATER. Be 


THIS 1§ THE ONLY 
WATERIN’ HHoLlé «. 
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THeT MUST BE 
THEIR CHEIF/ 
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HUsTorRIc 
FORESKIN 


F oa the bottom drawer of your dad’s tool chest comes these mementos of days gone by; historic photos of the 
unclipped organs of yesteryear. Want to share your oldest memories with other readers? Send your favorite uncut 
images from the past (photos should be at least 25 years old) to: Editorial Department, Front Office, Box 97635, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. Care will be taken and photos will be returned. 


One of the most famous foreskins 
in history is attached to the mam- 
moth apendage that earned its 
wearer the name, “The 13-Inch 
Pipeline.” Seen here in one of the 
few photos taken during the early 
1970s by Third World Studios, the 
model, also known as Taurus, was 
last reported to be in a state prison 
for life. This amazing uncut organ 
also appeared in a couple of silent 
8mm films before it retired from 
public appearances. Photo from a 
private collection. 
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Top left: commercial photo, late 1960s, 
possibly Grecian Guild Studios, Washington, 
DC. Photo from a private collection. Top right, 
amateur photo, circa 1960, from a private 
collection. Bottom left, commercial photo, 
late 1960s, probably Rod Crowther, photog- 
rapher. Photo from the Guy Cook collection. 
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ORGANS 


Beach issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearinghouse for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. The have 
produced a pamphlet on Foreskin 
Restoration that will answer most of 
your questions, including explana- 
tions of the various types of restora- 
tion surgery available. For infor- 
mation, send a long self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to: NOCIRC, Box 
2512, San Anselmo, CA 94960. 
NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offical 
chapter of NOCIRC, and publishes a 
guide to activism for people who 
want to speak out against circum- 
cision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NuJ, 
Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733. 
REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing envelopes 
might make your local postal carrier 
squemish (like the one we received 
with a drawing of a baby bleeding 
and screaming from his neo-natal 
circ), but if you like passionate 
protest, by all means get on the 
good preacher’s mailing list. We’ve 


been on it for over a year, and we’ve.. 


never been soliticed for funds. How- 
ever, we suggest you include some 
postage with a short note asking for 
a copy his brochure, “The New 
Covenant.” Send your request to: 
R.1.0., Box 86, Larchwood, IA 51241. 


ARIZONA 
USA TUCSON invites Arizona resi- 
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dents and visitors to their regular 

“Foreskin in the Sun” parties. For 
more information, contact: Marc, 

Box 40504, Tucson, AZ 85717. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 

BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive the 
revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .65 postage (info pack runs 35 
pages) on it to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 
UNCUT CLUB OF LA is one of the 
largest social organizations in the 
country and hosts a number of 
events through the year. The club 
also publishes a newsletter for mem- 
bers. Write for information on mem- 
bership and/or upcoming events: 
Club, Box 2842, Los Angeles, CA 
90078. 

STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
operation over 3 years and has 
members around the world. The 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week. STUDS may be accessed 
by most any computer or terminal 
via standard communications and 
will automaticlly adjust to your 
modem’s speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer — it 


is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
RAMS’CUFF was founded in 1983 
and holds regular member meetings 
with an emphasis on show-and-tell. 
Members receive a club newsletter. 
The club is geared towards natural 
men, but accept foreskin admirers 
as members. For more information, 
write to: Tom Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., 
Mechanicsville, MD 20659. (301) 884- 
8252. No JO calls, please. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is enter- 
ing its third year and is still growing. 
The club has periodic social gather- 
ings and a frequently updated mem- 
bership roster. Information and a 
membership application can be had 
for a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope. Bryan Paul Hooper, Box 
7464, St. Petersburg, FL 33734. 


NEVADA 

SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy (plus free ad coupon) 
costs $4 postpaid. 


NEW YORK 

NYC USA is now in its fourth year 
with well over 200 members and an 
ongoing calendar of activities each 
month. USA NYC welcomes all inter- 
ested males over 18 who have fores- 
kin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar and the organization 
routinely interfaces with other clubs 
and nudist groups. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 
can write for information: USA-NYC 
Inc., Box 1052, New York, NY 10156- 
0604. Include a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope when you request 
membership information. (This club 
even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 
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A KRISTEN BJORN VIDEO 


| @ RATS 


Everybody is talking about this hot new line 


Of spectacular videos by Kristen Bjorn... 


... because they are all WINNERS! There has 
never been anything like them. Kristen Bjorn 
knows exactly what you want to see, and HE 
DELIVERS—every time! The men are spectacular, 
the locations are exotic, and the action is HOT, 
HOT, HOT! 


Demand for these four videos has been so 
unprecedented that new sales records are being 
set every day. Critical acclaim is unanimous: 
“Kristen Bjorn’s videos are a PEAK EXPERIENCE, 
there’s no other way to put it!” You will agree. 


These videos are all available at your local video store— 
get them now and see what everybody's talking about. 
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A NEW VIDEO BY 
KRISTEN BJORN 
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Luis & Carlos. Two of the really BIG surprises waiting 


“NOW AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL 
VIDEO STORE—ASK FOR IT! 


Kristen Bjorn’s totally unique approach to sensuality is matched only by his special talent 
for selecting sensational performers—he finds the hottest men on earth! If you have 
not seen a Kristen Bjorn production, right now is the best time to find out what makes 
them the best-selling videos in the world today. 
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SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


; note yet another natural man! you'd like your photo returned, 
Prous of your natural heritage? Photos should be clear and bright —_ please include a stamped, self-ad- 
Want to show the world what sets and reveal only as much of yourself dressed envelope. Send your snaps 
you off from other men? Send in as you wish to reveal. Sign your to: Editorial Office, Box 97635, Las 


your best photos to Uncut and we'll name on the back of your photo. If V NV 
display them here so the world can ore i it eahet 


Dan, above and left, is a 29-year- 
old tile setter from Ft. Myers, Florida 
who says when he isn't setting tile, 
he likes to show off his skin, which 
he does by wearing thin biking 
shorts to the beach and making 
sure the smooth surface of his 
uncut tube is visible. He says he 
meets‘a lot of skin lovers that way. 
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Avex, right, a reader from Ft. 
Lauderdale, Florida, says he’s 
developed a stimulating way to 
stretch his skin...with an egg. While 
he has been filling his skin with 
marbles for years, he wanted some- 
thing bigger and heavier and tried a 
small stone egg, which he lubri- 
cated and taped in by making an X 
with white surgical tape. Alex has 
graduated to larger eggs; here’s 
what the skin looks like 

stretched to the max. 
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Anarew, left, says this 
is his favorite part of the 
magazine, and it makes 
his uncut pole pop out 
of his jeans every time! 
He wants to point out 
that he’s got a good 
skin covering even 
when he throws 

a bone. 


Peter, above, our guest video critic, says he’s proud to show off his unclipped flag pole. We’re sure it gets a lot 
of salutes from the soldiers who see it, too! Our correspondent from Belgium, Boni (below), shows off his un- 
clipped tourist attraction in both the resting position and in the randy position. Boni says Belgium is filled with un- 


clipped equipment just waiting for appreciative American visitors. 
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Buz, right, is a reader from the 
Boston area who says he is always 
looking for warm wet places to intro- 
duce his uncut crowd-pleaser. He 
says he hopes the other readers 
enjoy his photo, and he only wishes 
they had the opportunity to enjoy the 
real thing. 
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Peter, left, says he is an avid 
reader since the very first issue. He 
lives in Southern California, is 36 
years old, and has...as you can 
see...ample skin, which skin lovers 
can't seem to get enough of. That’s 
understandable. 
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UNCUT VIDEO 


ficionados of the work of Jean- 
Daniel Cadinot and connoisseurs of 
his uncircumcised performers will 
welcome two recent releases, Full 
Exposure (original French title 
Seance Particuliere) and Hand in 
the Fire (or La Main au Feu), but 
viewers expecting to see a lot of 
foreskin may be frustrated (not me, | 
admit—| like to see those slick cock- 
heads out and eager for action, 
even though | love their foreskins as 
much as | do my own). At least one 
of the actors in this pair of videos is 
obviously closely circumcised, and 
the others are skinned back and 
ready for sex most of the time. Oh, 
you may see some skin when they 
milk the last drops of cum from their 
cockslits, but you have to watch for 
it—a minor quibble. Cadinot’s guys 
are always horny and a pleasure to 
watch, skin or no skin. 

Anyway, as the action of Full Ex- 
posure begins, Alain Aubert is 
photographing his lover, Nicolas 
Vanelli, who wants to become a 
model. Alain calls JDC Studios and 
makes an appointment to show the 
photos of Nicolas. At the studio, 
Joel Duvernay, in a red jockstrap, is 
taping the very erotic foreplay of 
Kurt Sommer and Frank Friedrich. 
Joel gets excited as he photographs 
Kurt and Frank fucking, and his ex- 
panding cock escapes from his 
jock. After Kurt and Frank climax, he 
dismisses the actors and calls home 
to make dinner plans with his lover, 
Diego San Paulo— unaware that 
Diego has developed other inter- 
ests. Diego is occupied with a well- 
hung black stud, Frank Romi. Diego 
enthusiastically deep-throats Frank’s 
impressive licorice stick and takes it 
up his ass in some very intimate 
tight close-ups. Both get off to 
liberal climaxes and Frank departs, 
with promises to meet again soon. 

Joel and Diego go out for dinner 
and Diego tells Joel that he wants to 
break off their relationship. Back 
home, after Diego packs his belong- 
ings Joel makes love to him for a 
last time, and both produce floods 
of sperm after Joel pounds Diego’s 


ass to a fare-thee-well. Joel kicks 
Diego out, and then goes out to join 
the action in one of Paris’s secluded 
parks. Abdel Sharif and Edwin van 
Gastel are among the participants in 
multiple couplings, and five hefty 
ejaculations erupt before a patrolling 
cop breaks up the fun. 

Next day on the way to the 
studio, Joel meets Guy Charrier in 
the elevator and invites him to visit 
the studio sometime. At work, Joel 
is shooting stills of Sergio Albat 
when Alain arrives with the photos of 
Nicolas. Joel soon has Alain par- 
ticipating in the photo session and 
before long they abandon photog- 
raphy in favor of sex with Alain tem- 
porarily in the middle. He even takes 
over the camera for a while as Ser- 
gio fucks Joel until both climax. 
Then Alain goes to work orally on 
Joel’s dick and gives him a good 
rimming before Joel and Sergio get 
into a 69. Alain beats off while Ser- 
gio fucks Joel’s face and then sits 
on his erection. While Sergio boun- 
ces on Joel’s dick, Alain dresses 
and departs, leaving Joel to stroke 
his cock to a copious ejaculation 
while Sergio sits on a big dildo. Out- 
side in a phone booth, Alain calls 
Nicolas and warns him not to go to 
the studio: you have to fuck 
everyone in sight. 

When Guy comes to the studio to 
visit, Joel is reviewing some old 
footage of Sven Fisher and Ralph 
Koeln in some very hot action that 
results in floods of semen. The ac- 
tion on screen gets Guy so excited 
that he peels Joel’s erection out of 
his shorts to suck it, while Joel toys 
with Guy’s ass. They trade off briefly 
before Joel begins loosening Guy’s 
ass manually. They stroke their 
cocks together shaft to shaft before 
Joel fucks Guy and ejaculates on his 
buttocks, and Guy shoots his load 
into his own navel. 

Night finds Joel in the park 
again, jacking off as he watches 
some hot action before joining in. 

As before, the multiple couplings 
result in copious floods of semen 
before the cop on the beat breaks 
things up. 


When he gets home, Joel finds 
Guy on his doorstep and lets him 
spend the night— “only to sleep.” 
Hah! Guy says he'll give Joel a mas- 
sage. Immediately we see them 
naked on zebra-striped sheets, with 
Guy massaging Joel's penis with his 
tongue as Joel strokes Guy's tower- 
ing erection. They make passionate 
love in the most sensual episode of 
the video. In photographing the ac- 
tion close-up Cadinot favors com- 
plete withdrawal between thrusts, so 
Joel’s penis can be seen full-length 
before its tumid glans plunges again 
into its gaping receptacle. Ina 
beautifully photographed close-up 
Joel gets his rocks off in a spurting 
ejaculation that is the highlight of the 
video. After such a virtuoso perfor- 
mance, Guy’s orgasm is appropriate- 
ly down-played. Next morning Joel 
gets up and dresses without waking 
Guy, kissing him tenderly and leav- 
ing a note that he’s gone to the 
studio. 

Nicolas obviously didn’t take 
Alain’s warning, as the last episode 
finds him in the studio jacking off for 
Joel’s camera. Guy comes in to 
watch the session and Joel asks him 
to give Nicolas some pointers. He 
strips and strokes a big dildo held 
against his crotch and then uses it 
to probe his prostate. Nicolas asks 
Guy to sit on his dick but he refuses, 
and Nicolas promptly ejaculates 
straight up. The photo session 
finished, Joel and Guy agree to dine 
at home, and the story ends with a 
brief glimpse of the new lovers hold- 
ing hands over their candle-lit dinner 
table. 

The sexual encounters in this 
video are nicely tied together by the 
photographer's model theme, and 
Cadinot is not afraid to include the 
element of real tenderness and affec- 
tion— remember the stunning final 
episode in Sexdrive? As in his other 
videos, in Full Exposure Cadinot 
reveals his affinity for anal action 
and graphic close-up views and his 
mastery of the tight-in, underneath 
penetration shots. Photography and 
editing are excellent, production 
values very good, and the sound 
track above average with music, 
sometimes romantic, sometimes al- 
most kabuki-like, tastefully accom- 
panying the sex. 

In Hand in the Fire, Cadinot uses 
the theme of an unscrupulous, op- 
portunistic stud on the loose to tie 
the sex episodes together. In the 
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| Most of these guys are not only uncut, but well-hung as well! Cherokee is 27, 
__ and has quite a body! It looked a lot different when he was in IN TOUCH seven 
| years ago. He's 5’6” and 150#, Indian-English, from Virginia, and would have 
| been! hairy if another photog hadn't had him shave. This carpenter was a true 
: and you'll melt to his soft voice and hard muscles during the video. 
ee He's in photosets 97-A and B. Danny E.isa Central-American and a lean 5'10" at 
_ 23 years. He's an outdoorsman who does it all... you name it! Danny is in 
| photosets 97-C, D and E. Allen is a mature 37, and s 11” and 164 pounds. He's 
also part-Indian . .. (| seem to get a lot of them, thank goodness!) He likes _ 
horse-back riding and is a Viet Vet. The bandage on his leg is from an animal 
bite. Allen isin photosets 97-F and G, and could as easily have gone on the hairy 
- tape! You may recognize David Rose from the past. He's now 26, and a whole lot 
more worldly than when | first shot him five years ago. He was on VT-34, and in 
photosets 46106-A and B, plus an audio C-46106. He is in new photosets 97-H 
and |. He’s really more of a wildman than words can describe, and a fulltime sex 
machine. He's also an ex-Gl, and builtlike a rock, with greatlegs and buns! Bob 
_ {also known as Francois Tomas) is also 26, and French-indian, with 185# of 
muscle on his 5'10” frame. Naturally he likes football. In this session he had 
_ shaved crotch and a cockring. He is in photoset 97-J. He was previously in VT-3 
and 31, and there isan audio C-26804. He was also in photosets 26804-A, B and 
C, plus 45914 A and B. Finally we offer Jerry Holmes, almost six feet tall, 
160#, at age 27, indian and Dutch, from New Orleans and Texas. He likes 
MERE _ rough sports and fast bikes, but was a quiet and meliow man, brought by 
JERRY Gl his buddy Steve Sloane from VT-80. Jerry hasa lotto offer, and you'll enjoy 
rr | receiving it in VT-97. Uncut 
Batis rs: | #6 is two hours of color and 
sound, with flexing, posing, 
talk and J/O for $59 plus $3 
postage. Please specify VHS 
orBeta. 


HOW TO ORDER: 

IF YOU DO NOT HAVE AN ORDER FORM, USE A PLAIN PIECE OF PAPER. 
FOR VIDEO TAPES LIST THE NUMBER, SPECIFY WHETHER YOU WISH VHS OR BETA, 
AND ENCLOSE $59 PLUS $3 POSTAGE FOR EACH TAPE. 

FOR OTHER ITEMS, ENCLOSE THE COST 
(AUDIO CASSETTES $9; PHOTO SETS $7), 

PLUS 60¢ POSTAGE PER ITEM. CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS ADD 6%% SALES TAX. 


THANKS FOR YOUR ORDER! 


OLD RELIABLE 
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first scene, Daniel Brown (played by 
Canadian-born Danny Brown), a 
cute young hiker, is stopped and 
questioned by Frederic Laroche, a 
motorcycle cop, because of a rash 
of brushfires in the area. Daniel has 
the required |.D. and tells the cop 
that his father is a real-estate agent. 
He denies he had anything to do 
with the fires, but invites Frederic to 
put out the obvious fire in his cock. 
Frederic quickly gets Dan’s erection 
down his throat right up to the pubic 
hair. Dan soon has the cop’s pants 
down and his dick up his ass for a 
brisk reaming. They trade places 
and Frederic has his turn at Daniel’s 
ass. Dan brings himself to climax 
while Frederic’s dick is as far up his 
ass as it will go. Having taken his 
pleasure, Frederic sends Daniel on 
his way. 

In the second episode, Angelo 
Despaz on his moped encounters 
Daniel as he hikes along the road, 
and stops to compliment him on his 
shapely ass. Angelo parks his 
moped, and together they find a 
secluded spot in the woods for 
some spontaneous sex. Dan pulls 
his shorts off so Angelo can give 
him a rim-job and savor the taste of 
his rigid erection. Then Dan sucks 
Angelo’s cock for a while until An- 
gelo decides to fuck him. After he 
drops his load, Angelo sits on Dan’s 
erection and then gets on all fours to 
receive Dan’s hard-on from behind. 
After Daniel squirts his generous 
load on Angelo’s buns, he dresses 
hurriedly and runs back to Angelo’s 
moped and rides off on it. 

Back in town, Frederic reads in 
the newspaper that a real-estate 
agent’s son is wanted in connection 
with the brushfires. He jumps on his 
cycle and heads off in pursuit, soon 
encountering Angelo on foot, hitch- 
ing a ride. Realizing that they both 
are looking for the same culprit, An- 
gelo jumps on behind the cop and 
they resume the chase. Meanwhile, 
Angelo’s moped has stalled and 
stranded Daniel, who has to resort 
to hitchhiking. Driss Rachid comes 
along in his jeep and picks Dan up, 
quickly realizing what Dan is up to. 
They park the jeep and find a place 
to get it on together on an aban- 
doned bridge over a nearby stream, 
where Driss orally gets Dan excited 
and Dan reciprocates. Driss gets so 
hot that he strips off his fatigue jack- 
et and opens his belt so Dan can get 
at his cock better. Then he devours 
Dan’s dick again and goes on to 


penetrate Dan’s receptive ass, the 
action effectively captured from un- 
derneath by Cadinot’s camera. Dan 
gets his rocks off first and, as Driss 
withdraws, Cadinot’s always sensi- 
tive photography reveals his orgasm 
with exceptional intimacy, catching 
the contractions of his anal muscles 
with each spasm of his ejaculation. 
Driss then gets his rocks off over 
Daniel’s buttocks. As Driss dresses, 
Dan quickly pulls his clothes on and 
dashes away. You guessed it. He 
swipes Driss’s jeep and drives off. 
Just by chance, Frederic and An- 
gelo ride by and Driss hails them. 
When Frederic learns that Daniel 
has struck again, he leaves Angelo 
with Driss and takes off after the 
thief. Meanwhile, Dan turns up a 
country road and comes upon a 


photographed, but the action is so 
intense that who does what to 

whom is anybody’s guess. After six 
orgasms well spaced through the ac- 
tion, the vengeful foursome leave 
Dan tied down naked among the 
boulders, shouting for help. Of 
course, Frederic finds him, and 
Cadinot lets us guess what happens 
next. 

Cadinot’s photography is in- 
variably effective, using natural light 
with a minimum of artificial illumina- 
tion for fill in the close-up and under- 
neath shots. The result is very 
natural, enjoyable, a/ fresco sex in 
the French countryside. Production 
values are excellent for outdoor 
work, and the woodsy settings give 
the video an informal intimacy that is 
very refreshing. 


SOURCES 
Full Exposure (Seance Particuliere) Directed by Jean-Daniel Cadinot. 
Cast: Joel Duvernay, Diego San Paulo, Guy Charrier, Alain Aubert, Sergio 
Albat, Nicolas Vanelli, Frank Romi, Abdel Sharif, Frank Friedrich, Kurt Som- 
mer, Sven Fisher, Ralph Koeln, Edwin van Gastel, Jean Marc Lecee, Max 
de France, Jose Cristo, Nordine Thaar. Running time: 1 hour 37 minutes. 


Released by: Paladin Video. 


Hand in the Fire (La Main au Feu) Directed by Jean-Daniel Cadinot. Cast: 
Daniel Brown, Erdric Laroche, Kemal Rais, Angel Despaz, Driss Rachid, 
Assan Ariana. Running time: 1 hour 25 minutes. Paladin Video. 


campers’ tent. When he inves- 
tigates, he discovers Kemal Rais 

and Assan Ariana enjoying one 
another inside. Surreptitiously watch- 
ing through the tent-flaps, Dan 
begins jacking off as Kemal and 
Assan make love. 

Back on the road, Driss tells An- 
gelo that he has friends nearby and 
they set off up the country road that 
Dan took. Once off the road, Angel 
gives Driss an enthusiastic blowjob, 
which is eagerly reciprocated in 
some ingenious positions. Driss 
plows Angelo’s tempting ass and 
ejaculates over his buttocks before 
Angelo drops his load nicely caught 
in an underneath shot by Cadinot’s 
camera. Then they set off toward the 
tent, where Dan has joined the 
amorous twosome to make a 
vigorous three-way with dildo. 
Kemal plows Assan’s ass while 
Daniel hungrily goes down on 
Assan’s inviting cock. 

Driss and Angelo arrive just as 
Dan ejaculates on Assan’s torso, 
and realize they've found their quar- 
ry. The resulting orgy is inevitable. 
Dan finds himself at the receiving 
end of four hot cocks. The interplay 
of five gorgeous bodies enjoying 
passionate sex is beautifully 


In both of these titles, the sexual 
episodes are well-integrated into the 
story line. Sex always seems eager 
and spontaneous, and Cadinot likes 
to show even casual sex partners 
kissing tenderly. Cadinot'’s per- 
formers are attractive, from slender 
and very young-looking to more 
robust hunks, and passionately ad- 
dicted to sex. Cadinot obviously 
believes that Nature knows best so 
he lets his actors have their natural 
fuzzy buns and perineal hair, and 
most of his performers are uncircum- 
cised. Daniel Brown in Hand in the 
Fire is circumcised and, if Cadinot 
recruited talent from his adventures 
in North Africa, it would not be 
surprising if some of those with 
Arabic-sounding names are, too. 
The others are so horny we can’t be 
sure —they’re always tightly skinned 
back for action. It’s a pleasure to 
see six guys who enjoy sex before 
the camera and show it with unfail- 
ing erections. 

Full Exposure and Hand in the 
Fire maintain the high production 
standards and sensitive treatment of 
our special kind of sex that we ex- 
pect of Cadinot, pioneer champion 
of the praeputium integrum. 

—Peter Leko 
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is a pleasant surprise these days to find a 
goodlooking man who hasn't been mutilated 
in the name of medical profits! Here are a 
bunch of new models, and some previously 
unseen video of a few old ones...plus some 
video of a truckdriver with plenty of skin, 
who wouldn't hold still for any still pix! Kris 
is an 18 year old dazzler from Utah, part Che- 
rokee, but with piercing blue eyes. He’s 6’/2” 
tall, and weighs in at 175#. His sports are 
football, rugby and the martial arts; he likes 
rockets, and has a desire to excel. There are 
three sets of photos: 54-A and 54-B are 
totally hard, and 54-C features foreskin; all 
feature a hot cigar! Travis, with that special 
foreskin that can still cover-up even when 
hard, is an Arizonan, age 29, and 5’9” with 
145 solid-man pounds on his frame: He has 
blond hair and green eyes, and gets into 
wrestling and baseball, and (seriously, now) 
is a heavy-duty mechanic. He admires John 
Holmes. Photoset 54-D is hard, hard, hard, 
and 54-E accents his foreskin. Jimmy is a 
Puerto-Rican from East-L.A. and 19 years 
old. He's 511” and 160#, and he glows with a 
special life in the video. His eyes are hazel, 
and hair blond, and he likes football and 
swimming. One of his tattoos says “Street 
Fighter” and is gang-related. There is one 
great photo-set, 54-F. I’m sure you remember 
Barry! He was a famous model for Target and 
Falcon, long before he appeared in our video 
VT-14 (plus audio cassette C-36906, and 
three earlier sets of photos P-36906-A-B-C). 
He’s a little older now, and has a few more 
tattoos, but as hot as ever, totally masculine, 
classy! He's doing laborer work these days, 
and not working out as much, but he’s still in 
better shape than most. Barry is in two new 
photosets 54-G, and 54-H which accents 
foreskin. Both have his cigar. We also added 
some new footage on Bill Smith, who was in 
the original Arkansas Luggage (VT-38). His 
big cock and generous foreskin deserve a 
second look. His earlier audio cassette is C- 
45904, and there were two sets of pix of him 
then, P-45904-A and B, and set B has the 
cigar. As we ring down the curtain on FOR- 
EVER UNCUT, let me just remind you of the 
surprise truckdriver, and maybe a few more, 
too! You might also take a look at Romeo, 
featured in the Basic Black #5 video, des- 
cribed elsewhere on this brochure. VT-54 is 
two hours, color and sound, $59, ready to 
ship. Please specify VHS or Beta, and add $3 
for postage. 


HOW TO ORDER: If you do not have an order form, use a plain 
piece of paper. For video tapes list the number, specify whether 
you wish VHS or Beta, and enclose $59 plus $3 postage for each 
tape. 

California residents add 61/2% sales tax. 


1626 N. WILCOX #107 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 


Thanks for your order! 
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The Black Line 


Where all men are welcome. 


1-900-468-2522 
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The complete guide to the superstuds 
of video: who they are, their films 


and videos, and where to find them! 


The first book of its kind ever! A com- 
plete guide to the hottest gayporn per- 
formers of the day, up to date and 
filled with loads of personal informa- 
tion! Hundreds of photos, many never 
before seen, of the sexiest gayporn 
performers, including many rare 
photos from their films and videos! If 
you like your men handsome and 
hung, you know the hottest rods are 
in gayporn films and videos, and this 
is the one guide that tells you where to 
find your favorite studs! All color! 


Created by John W. Rowberry, video 
reviewer for INCHES and UNCUT 
magazines as well as the author of Gay 
(deo and the 1991 Adam Gay Video 
"rectory, this is an action-packed look 
ai the hottest gayporn idols of today, 
Wed with information and explosive 
shotos! All color, many unique photos! 


Each performer is highlighted (and there are scores 
of gayporn performers in this unique guide), including 
a complete directory of their films and videos, vital 
Stastistics, personal information, and a treasure trove 
of hot, spicy photos! From A to Z, the hottest studs in 
gayporn fill out this book in page after mouthwatering 
page! Plus: Where to write to your favorite gayporn 
performers! Plus: How to get their videos and photos! 
84 PAGES, ALL IN THROBBING COLOR! 
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